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..__- "CONTAINING — 


Certain Directions how to raiſe 
the Soul into Holy Flames, before, 
at, and after the receiving the Bleſſed 

Sacrament of the LoRD's SUPPER. - 


”Y 


— 


Come unto Me, all ye that be defirous of Me, and 
fill ger [eve with my Fruits, ns 1 
For my Memorial is ſtbseter than Honey, and mine 


Inheritance than the Honey-comb, Eceleſ. xxiv. 
19, 20. a ; 12 


1 


— 
— 


LONDON. 


Printed for, and ſold by F. Jerygr1es, at the Bible 
and Cr;wwn in Ludgate-fireet, M. DCC. xxx x 
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- 


THE 


DEDICATION. 


To the Right Worſhipful the Pre 
fident, Treaſurer, and Go- \, 


vernors of CHrrisT 's-HosITAL. 


 WoxrTuvy S1Rs, 
FE FTER I had pen'd this 
PP ſmall Poem, I was not at 
a Loſs (but from the Mean- 
Chang cs of its Author) ro whom 
co addrefs it; you being 
the Perſons to whom I have been parti- 
cularly obliged: I therefore in this 
manner preſume to teſtify my Gratitude: 
by this publick Acknowledgment of 
your Favour ;and as it is from your Cha- 
ritable Benevolence, that (next under 
God) all my Welfare and Happineſs in 
this World. hath ſprung, permit me 
n A 2 „ 


* 


The DRDICATIOoNW. 

to lay the following Sheets at your Wor- 
ſhips feet, intreating they may meet 
with a favourable Acceptance, as a to- 
ken of my unfeigned Thankfulneſs for 
your unmerited Goodneſs to me; for 
which, may the God and Father of 
our Lord Jeſus Chriſt bleſs you with all | 
Spiritual Bleſſings, and make you to 
abound more and more in all Goodneſs; | 
and after you have ferv'd your Genera- 
tions here, may your Souls be admitted 
to the Enjoyment and Embraces of the 
Floly Trinity, and may your Poſterities 
after you be Followers of your Piety, 


as long as the Sun and Moon ſhall: en- 


dure; that all that know them may 
ſay, they are the Seed that the Lord 
hath bleſſed; and that theſe my hearty 
Prayers, and earneſt Wiſhes, may find 


Acceptance at the Throne of Grace, is 
the Deſire of, 


May it pleaſe your Worſhips, 
Your Worſhips moſt Dutiful, 
And Moſt Obliged humble Servant, 


NATHANAEL MuNXNs. 


T 
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To the READER. 


= T is ſome Years fince J preſented 
| hal tbe Original Copy of theſe Poems 
be Right Wor ſbipful the Gover- 
orf CarsT's- HosPITAL 3 
— ing encourag'd at that time ſo 
to do, by a very worthy Gentleman, Hugh 
Squire, Eſq; a great Benefattor to that Au- 
cient Foundation, by whoſe Intereſt it was re- 
ceiv'd with ſome Marks of Favour. The Sub- 
ject I have taken from the late Reverend and 
Pious Doctor AnTHoNy Horneck's Fire 
of the Altar; a Book full of fweet Words 
and lofty Thoughts, and wherein are many De- 
f vout and Poetical Expreſſions, very fitly 
= RW to ſtrike the Underſtanding into Wonder 
and Amazement, and to give it juſt Appre- 
benfions of that Rindneſ and Love of Go p, 
which toward Men appear'd in the Perſon of 
J Jzsvs CnRIST our SAVIOUuR. Which, up- 
ö on a mature Conſideration, cannot fail to per- 
1 ſuade us into a Holy Imitation of his Divine 
Example. Aﬀter ſuch à Confeſſion as this, 
w it may perhaps be thought by ſome a need- 
. tefs and uſeleſs piece of Labour, to verſiſ - 
| 90 K. 


PREFACE. 
Book on ſuch a Subjef#, winleſs it had been 
done by as Excellent and Pious a Pen-man as 
its Original Author, and therefore eſteem'd 
a Preſumption in me to imagine any Endea- 
vours of mine cou'd recommend it beiter than 
it is already; becauſe it may be ſaid (as the 
wiſe Son of Sirach obſerves) How ſhall he that 
Boldeth the Plow, or is occupied in Labour, 
get Wiſdom ? or thoſe whoſe deſire is in the 
Work of their Craft, be fought for, or adviſ- 
ed with in Publick Counſels? But nevertheleſs, 
- "the ſame wiſe Man allows, that he that giveth 


his mind to the Law of the-moſt high,. and 
employs himſelf in is Aledo thereof, 
bim will the Lord direct in Knowledge, and 
in his Secrets ſhall he meditate. It was ſuch 
a Conſideration as this that induced me to 
compleat this Work, to inſtruct my ſelf in the 
uſeful Knowledge of that which concerns 72 
Everlaſting Welfare, to which I was ſtudi- 
ouſly led on, that I might inform my ſelf of 
the Nature and Uſe of this Holy Ordinance, 
that at proper times and Seaſons I might be 
qualify*d to Receive it with Comfort and Ad- 
vantage, and withal to give (to thoſe of a dif- 
ferent Perſuaſion) a Reaſon of the Hope that 
is in me, Neither think I my time i ſpent, 
in taking this Method to improve it, baving 
endeavoured to keep up to the true Senſe and 
Meaning of my Author. I have not, I think, 
deviated from the Doctrine of that Church of 
which I am an unwortby Member; I readily 


confeſs 


pP RE FAC E. 


confeſs my Inability to perform a Work of this 
Nature, not only for the Reaſons before men- 
tioned by the Son of Sirach, but becauſe I am 
no better SkilPd in the Art of Poetry, than I 
am in the Rudiments of Scholaſtic Literature 
and therefore woud not have it imagin d, I 
think myſelf qualified for a Seat on Parnaſſus, 
or am acquainted with the Antient Poets. 
But my humble Muſe hath attempted to en- 
ter into the Garden of Gethſemane, 10 viſit 
Mount Oliver, and to aſcend to the top of 
Cavalry; and by ſerious Meditations and ſuit- 
able Reflections have follow'd my Bleſſed 
Maſter there, that by the Help ef a devout. 
Faith I might perceive the Myſteries and Ad- 
vantages of his Crucifixion. Therefore as Re- 
ligion firſt ſet me to Work, and a modeſt well 
meaning Enquiry has carryd me on; ſo 1 
bope, if this ſhou'd happen to fall into the Hands 
of the more Learned, it may not be thought 
worth their Cenſure, leſt they render it un- 
acceptable to thoſe, whoſe Abilities and Capa- 
cities are of the ſame Standard with my own, 
fo whom 1 wiſh as much Comfort and Advan- 
lage inthe Reading, as I have had in the Com- 
Poſing of it, wherein it hath amply rewarded 
my Pains and Trouble. I have 7 late Years, 
for Variety's ſake, collected together from the 
beſt Fathers of the Church, an Office in Proſe 
for the Receiving the Bleſſed Sacrament, and 
I think I have jo order'd them as not to break 
in upon the Service of our holy Church; for 


however 


EBREFACE. 5 
however uſefully we may employ our Thoughts 
before that begins, or while others are Com- 
municating, nothing ſhould hinder us from 
joining with our fellow Members in ber excel- 
lent Service. And becauſe Changes in Devotion 
may be as Pleaſant to the Soul, as various Di- 
et may be to the Appelites of Nature; I have 
* ſubjoined io this, ſeveral uſeful As of Graces 
and Virtues, particularly adapted to the meau- 
eſt Underſtanding. And therefore 


Pardon me, courteous Reader, if Poe ſtray d, 
Or ba*r't the Rules of Poetry obey'd ; 

And if I chance ſome Work of thine to ſee, 

1 will as favourable be to thee. 


8 


FAREWEII. 


HO "5 
. 

SIE k 
3 

. | 
1 A "od 


OL OY MY 


Fire of the ALTAR 
VERSIFIED: 

| OR, 

| F eaſting on 0 SACRIFICE : 


ES. E M. 


* VVRARESSS nnn. 


CAN TO l. 
Some preparatory thoughts to bring the 
mind into a ſerious frame. 


CoNnNSCIENCE. 
S it not meet, my ſoul, ſome time to 
7005 pauſe 
On thy Redeemer's death? on ſin, 
dhe cauſe, i 
Before thou go'ſt into his e 

where 
With thanks *tis celebrated, and with pray rt | 
In which, if rightly view'd, ſuch charms you'll ſee, 
That will diſcover the neceſſity 

B 


To 


2 Hoxneck's Fire of the Altar: 


To die to fin, and wiſely to contrive 
 Hew you may imitate, like JESsVus live, 
Should'ſt thou not cry, convinced of his love, 8 


O that I had the pinions of a dove ! 

: How ſwiftly would I fly, how ſwiftly move! 
No hind'rance ſhould my ſpeedy paſlage ſtay, 
Till I arriv'd at wiſh'd for Golgotha. 
Awake, awake, the want of wings ſupply ; 
Ariſe, in thought aſcend mount Calvary ; 

Go, take a view of what was acted there, 
And ſee the dreadful. ſpectacle appear; 
There on a croſs behold thy Maker ty'd, 
And gore divine flow from his wounded ſide : 
The univerſal Prieſt and Sacrifice 

Of all the world, upon the altar lies, 
Bleeding and dying for the ſins of men, | 
To cauſe our fallen race to live again. . 
This was a myſtery to Vrael's ſtock, . _ | 
And unto many prov'd a {tumbling-block ;. ; 
This to the Greets ſeem'd fooliſhneſs to be, 


x v6 
What all the Faw Rabbins could not ſee, +3] 
Nor greateſt heathen ſages comprehend, 3H 

What all their learning could not underſtand ; "23K 


How he, whoſe greatneſs doth the heavens ſwell, 
Should in the bowels of a woman dwell; 

How th' Incomprehenſible could thus 

Be comprehended, and then die for us. 1 
O God, thy ways unſearchable appear, 1 
Thy thoughts too deep for human reaſon are; 8 PIs 
For finite thoughts cannot with infinite compare. 5 

Man's underſtanding's very weak and dull, 8 & 


His apprehenſion's ſhort, mean, trivial; 
But thou in all thy works art very wonderful. 
Who can Almighty Wiſdom comprehend ? 


Wy - 


e 


A POEM. | 3 
Why good men do with many troubles meet, | 
And are eſteem'd but a religious cheat ? c 
But that deſpiſed virtue ſhould appear complezt ; 
T' imploy that faith by which the Chriſtian lives, 
And exerciſe that grace God freely gives. 
For he, like a refiner, good men tries 
By troubles, and their virtue clarifies: 
He, out of love and wiſdom, oft doth break _ 
T hoſe fooliſh meaſures we poor mortals take; 
Who, when we chooſe, too often chooſe amits, 
And what we covet moſt, moſt hurtful is. 
This hath, O God, thy conſtant method been, 
And theſe the wonders that thy Church hath ſeen, 
Which thou haſt cer preſerv'd thro! ages paſt, 
And wilt do ſtill as long as time ſhall laſt. 


9 Thou didft juſt Lot to wicked Sodom fend, 
1 
5 


Where brutiſh {ins did much his foul offend ; 
But by a way thoſe wretches never knew, 
Thou didft preſerve him from that beaſtly crew. 
When el alſo ſtray'd from thy juſt rules, 
And join'd themſelves to Cana'nitifh fools ; 

23 Whoſe ſottiſh ignorance had taught them fo, 


1 T hat for relief they might to Baal go; | 
[ 5 When they had ſlain thy prophets, and thy word 


And ſacred ſervice was alike abhorr'd; 
1 Thou didſt command Elijah to declare, 
1 

1 


Their ſervice, as themſelves, abhorred were. 
From Anathoth the weeping prophet came, 
Who ſaw ſuch wickedneſs would bring them ſhame; 
In tears he tells them, that the time was nigh, 7. 
That God would viſit ſuch iniquity, | 
And who eſcap'd the ſword,ſhou'd by a famine die. 
By thee in Uz, where crowds of pagans dwell, 

A Jeb was rais'd, who fear'd no infidel ; 
Thy watchful providence did him attend, 

And, as a ſhield, thy ſervant did defend. 


B 2 Then 


* be? Yun 


4 Hornecx's Fire of the Altar : 
Then from Chaldea's ſuperſtitious land 
Thou didſt the faithful Abraham command, 
W hoſe pious heart thy holy motions felt, 
Tho? he amidſt a ſtubborn people dwelt. 
To baſhful Moſes thou didſt courage give, 
To tell a Pharaoh, Iſr'el ſhould not grieve, 1 
But ſoon ſhould both his country and his bondage = 
leave. mh 
When thou doſt guide a tim'rous Aaron's foul, 
He'll atheiſts and idolaters controul. 

Thus love at firſt induc'd thee to create 

A world, whoſe form's both beautiful and great; 
And out of nothing call theſe things that are, 

At whoſe command all nature did appear. 

Let man be form'd, the wiſe Creator ſaid, 

And inſtantly his pow rful word's obey'd ;. 

The God-like creature in perfection came, 
With all the virtues that compleat the man. 


When things impoſſible to us appear, -,,, ' 
The wiſe Creator doth his pow'r declare; = 
And when the fig-tree's tender bloſſoms fall, 1 
Tis then he loves her timely fruit to call, 1 
When dangers or calamities become —_—_ 


Paſt hopes of remedy, and touch us home; 15 
Then in his love he ſhews his healing hand, 9 
And by his power timely helps command; 
That many times, from dry and barren ground, 
Sweet ſpices grow, and precious things are found, 
When all mankind had enter'd into night, 
And by his fall eclips'd his better light; 
When death by ſin had o'er his offspring reign d, 
And Lucifer extenſive empire gain'd ; 
When devils round them craftily did play, 
od cunning furies ftrong temptations lay ; 

hen the old ſerpent had fuch ty power, 
And ready ſtood the better to — 


When 


: 4 POE M. 9 
When all the world a diſmal ſcene appear'd, 


And man's deſtruction totally was fear'd, 
Compaſſion ſoon their drooping ſpirits chear'd, 
Behold ! the Son from his pavilion flies, 

To earth deſcends in poor and humble guiſe, 
Protects his creatures, takes them in his arms, 
Till he the mighty force of fin diſarms. 
roc well his ſtrength was to the monſter known, 
Lince he from heaven headlong caſt him down. 
is peaceful preſence awes the daring fiend, 
ZZ Who trembling at his feet avoids the ſtand, 
Precipitate returns to his dark cell, | : | 


*X Who in th' inglorious cauſe a victim fell, 
"uy And with th' embattl'd hoſts was doom'd to hell. 


1 
"IN II. 
- 1 Ah, deareſt JesUs! meek and humble King, 
4 Faireſt of all men, life's eternal ſpring, 
How matchleſs is thy form, thou prince of peace ! 


There I behold thee reigning ſtill, I am, 

Ihe Son of God, the very Paſchal Lamb. 

FgBaſe man cannot dethrone thee, mighty King, 

3X Nor make thee leſs, thou ſource of ev'ry thing: 

They, ſcoffing wretches, may bark at the ſun, 

But cannot ſtop the courſe it hath to run ; 

For thou at once couldſt nature's frame divide, 

And in its bowels theſe poor wretches hide : 

$ Yet thou didft chooſe a royal act to ſhew, 

That men thy power, goodneſs, both might know. 

1 * Mercy 


6 HoRNECK's Fire of the Altar: 
Mercy our crimes was ready to forgive, 
Tho' red as ſcarlet, that our ſouls might hve ; 

And thro? thy blood to make them white and clean, 
That by the world thy power might be ſeen. 


III. 

O my Lord, that powerful voice I hear, 
Which rent the mountains, rocks in pieces tare ; 
That voice, whoſe fad aſtoniſhing complaints 
Loudly proclaims loft man's unhappy wants. 
How full of power muſt that voice appear, ”H 
Which from their roots the talleſt cedars tare ! itt 

> How full of terror, when it loudly ſpeaks, 0 
That rocks are ſplit, and ſtubborn Kadeſb quaxk ess 
How irreſiſtable, how great's thy word! 0 
Tis ſharp, and keener than a two-edg'd ſword: 
How does it ſearch this weak, this mortal frame, 
And, uncontroul'd, does all obedience claim | 299 
Piercing the bones and joints to th'inmoſt marrow, 
It wounds much deeper than a pointed arrow; "IH 
Dividing, by its penetrating art, 0 
The body, foul, and uri ev'ry part, x 


1 oa eh ˙ TAS 


Till it has made its paſſage eaſy to the heart; 
There governs, with authority and skill, 1 
The conſcience - that perſecutes the will, 5 We 
When cer it moves to act, or is inclin'd to ill. 
Then, O my heart, be moved at his words, 
That eaſe and eomfort unto man affords ; 
My better part b'affected now he ſpeaks, 
And know he heareth that his fins forfakes, 
Behold what lenity, what ardent love, 
Appear in IEsus, fon of Great JERoveE! _ 
Doſt hear him cry, before he yields his breath, 
My foul is forrowful, yea, een to death? © 
Canſt thou hear this, and not confounded be, 
That he ſhould languiſh tius, whoſe majeſty 


2 


1 * 
The 
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The world's circumference, tho? large, can ſpan, 
And cruſh her into atoms. with his hand ? | 
For him to faint, and thus to weep and mourn, . 
And bear with patience fuch unheard of fcorn ? 
For him, who doth the earth's vaſt pillars bear,. 
And before whom all nations muſt appear? 
That he, who all perfection doth contain, 
Sdould fink beneath intolerable pain? 

What reaſon for it, mighty Prince of peace? 
Why ftruck at thus, and all thy foes at caſe ? 
7 *Twas for iniquity, man's crimſon dye, | : 


i That I might injur'd juſtice ſatisfy, 
And, by my grace, from fin men purify :. ö 
KFor this 1 ſuffer d baniſhment a while, ! 


| For this was treated as a perſon vile, 

f ql As tho' I had not been anointed with freſh oil. 

For this the ſnares of death encompaſs'd me, 
1 And all my friends forſook my company. 

My heritage, like lions from a wood, 

Did roar againſt me, till they ſhed my blood. 
16 my bowels ! at this remembrance grieve, 
And pre: y flimty heart, canſt thou conceive 
im crucify'd, as 't were, before thine eyes, 
And not Ve forth theſe penitential cries? 
1 O my offences] fee what you have done, 
Loo cauſe the Father to afflidt his Son : 
Oieer all his joys a veil appears as drawn; ; 
Inſtead of eomfort, he has ſorrows born. 
T hoſe conſolations that enrich'd his ſou], 
Are now with-held, and none with him condole. 
How dry and barren does he now appear! 
No ſhowers from above deſcending are ; 
The very ſtars with-hold their influence, 
And ſcarce an angel ſtirs in his defence. 
O thou, who art within all-glorious, 
Thou joy, thou comfort of the univerſe, 


Were 


8 HorNEcKk's Fire of the Altar : 


Were but my fins within a balance laid, | 
Nothing could poize them, but this ranſom paid. 
How needleſs then's my wonder at thy cries 
Under ſuch heavy griefs and agonies ? 

Since in thy heart God's arrows deep remain, 
Who but my JEsus could that weight ſuſtain ? 
In thee the Father does to men declare, 

That his perfections juſt and holy are, | 
Sin thus to puniſh, yet the ſinner ſpare. 


IV. 

O bleſſed Nazarite, whiter than ſnow ! 
T he brighteſt ſun to thee no brightneſs ſhow ; 
No ſeraphin can be compar'd with thee, 
Of all the ſons that in the heavens be: 
Yet how art thou disfigured with grief ! 
How do thine eyes languiſh without relief 
How full of ſorrow thou appear'ſt to be 
Is this the face that did perfection ſee ? 
Is this the face all angels have admir'd ? 
Is this the face all nations have deſir d? 
Is this the face that Abra'm long' d to ſee, 
Dreaded by devils, and from which they flee ? 
That the patriarchs ambitious were to view? 
That is become the church's bridegroom too ? 
Is this the mighty He the bride attends, 
For whom ſhe has forſook her former friends ? 
That was transfigur'd, and whoſe face did ſhine 
Bright as the ſun, his raiment light divine? 
On whom God did his oil of gladneſs ſhed,. 
Above his fellows rear'd his lofty head.? 
Whoſe royal robes in rich perfumes abound, 
And ſpread to all their grateful odours round? 
To whom did Tyre's daughter preſents make, 
And nations ſue his favours to partake? . 


How 


$ . 
1 
1 
7 
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How is he alter'd, that was once fo fair! 
How fad his countenance doth now appear ! 
How dull the lamp that none did ever trim 
How is the gold, the fine gold become dim ! 
Yet till he's lovely, and his graceful mien 

's perceiv'd, by looking thro? this tragic icene : 
Still he's a cordial to a fainting foul, 

A living fountain, a Betheſda's pool; 

My only joy, the rock that I rely on, 

The light of heaven, and the ſong of Sion. 
My muſing ſoul, in ſight of Golgotha, 
Beholds how rude they treat thee by the way; 
And notwithſtanding the affronts they give, 
Thou calleſt to them, Sirs, repent and live. 
Methinks I ſee thee turn thy wiſhful eyes 

In pity, love, to theſe thine enemies. 

O tenderneſs beyond compare ! art thou 
Ready to pardon them, and grace allow ? 
Altho' they nail thee to the ſhameſul tree, 
Thou doſt invite, and draweſt men to thee. 
Thy wounds are ſermons, and thou preacheſt there; 
'T hoſe drops of blood an exhortation are 

To die to fin, repent, amend, and live, 

And ſq poſſes the mercies thou wilt give. 
Surely *tis-pdod I ſhould adhere to thee ; 
Withdraw not thou, O that is death to me 

In thee I may poſſeſs uncareful treaſures, 
And in thy preſence never-fading pleaſures. 


V. 
Lord, whither ſhould I go but unto thee ? 
Thou art my ſun, who doſt enlighten me; — 


By thy bright beams J ever ſhall be warm, 
And, whilſt I follow thee, receive no harm. 


Thou 
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Thou art my way, I wander if thou fly: 

Thou art my light; if hid, how dark am T! 8 

Thou art my life; if thou withdraw, I die. 

O thou, the ſubject of my ſolemn themes, 

How comfortable's thy refreſhing beams 

W hat progreſs do they make in virtue's ways, 

Who are conducted by ſuch beaut'ous rays ! 

How do they quicken virtue, and difarm 

Sin of its powers, that it ſhall not harm 

How does it move and work upon the heart, 

Till it reſolves with every fin to part 

How does it melt it, and the man incline 

To love thy precepts, that are all divine! 

The birds of the air erect their neſts on high, 

And to the cedar's top for ſafety fly, 

Secure from ſummer's heat, from winter's ſtorms 
are dry : 

So JESUS is that cedar, in whoſe boughs = 

The whole believing world protection knows, 


VI. 
Under the ſhadow of it, Lord, will I, 


When in diſtreſs, or try'd, for ſuccours fly, 
And to my foul the healing balm apply; | 
Whoſe fruit to taſte is a moſt pure refection; 

For under thee is only my protection. 

In thee my God and ftrength will I rejoyce, 

For I have made thee my peculiar choice. 

Tho' all the world together ſhould agree 

For to deſpiſe, yet I will honour thee. 

Whilft great men paſs, and from thee turn away, 
My wanting foul ſhall for refreſhment ſtay. 


VII, Go, ö b 


* 
1 
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VII. 

Go, ye fools, be enamour'd with your pleaſure, 
Whilft I enjoy this only lafting treaſure. 
Here's one that looketh charming in his tears, 
Lovely as Mediator now appears ; 

More beautiful than brighteſt virgin dreſt, 
Tho' of the eaſtern treaſures ſhe's poſſeſt. 
Lovely to me, O Lord, doſt thou appear, 
Becauſe thou giveſt me my ſtrength to bear, 
And under thee may conquer, and the . 
e. 


VIII. 

O thou my ſtrength, my weakneſs help requires, 
Thy great aſſiſtances my ſoul deſires. 
Unable of my ſelf, to thee do I 
For needful aids of grace, for ſuccours fly. 
Send forth thy ſpirit to encreaſe deſire, | 
My lamp burns not, unleſs thou touch the fixe, 
Thou ſovereign falve, with thy reſtorative 
Anoint my eyes, that I may ſee and live. 
Thou brighter light, my darkneſſes expell, 
Thoſe clouds that on my underſtanding dwell, 
That I may look up to thee ſtedfaſtly, 
And feel what powers in thy croſs there be, | 
To raiſe me from this world, to lift me up to thee, 
O then thy wiſdom would to me appear. 
Both great and lovely, as thy conqueſts are; 
More charming crucify'd, than Solomon 
In all his pomp, or Crœſus on his throne, 
My glory is in my Redeemer's croſs ; 
All things to this compar'd are dung and droſs; 
In this lies hid vaſt treaſures of his love, 


Expreſſing peace by him with great JEHoOvVE, 
| Then 
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There is my truſt, in Jesvs is my reſt, 

He only calms the troubles of my breaſt, 

As Noah did of old an ark provide, 

And fav'd his houſe from- the impending tide, 
And ſo became the ſuperviving heir, 

And reap'd the benefits that promis'd were; 
While the incredulous did not obey, 

Till ripen'd vengeance ſwept them all away: 

So J Esus is to me ſuch ark, to fave 

From fin, death, hell, and powers of the grave; 
Our mighty conqueror, and we, as him, 

© Muſt wreſtle with, and ſtrive to conquer them. 
Convinc'd of this, the penitent relies 

On him their rock, to whom the faithful flies | 
In times of need for fuccours, for ſupplies z<  . 
Who, by the methods of his dying love, 
Procures them ſtrength, their virtues to improve. 
O make me then conformable to thee ; | 
Let ev'ry fin here crucified be, ö 


And then, O JESU, live, inhabit thou in me. 


1 

Canſt thou vouchſafe to dwell within my breaſt, 
Who have abus'd thy love, thy laws tranſgreſt ? 
Canſt thou accept of ſuch a wreteh as this, 
W hoſe every thought has ever been amiſs ? 
Wit thou forgive, and ſpare a wretch forlorn, 
Thy wrath reftrain, too heavy to be born? 
Lord, I believe, O help my unbelicf ! 
Where I am inſufficient, give relief. 
Thou with unerring proſpect doſt foreſee 
How a free agent ſhall determin'd be: | 
Contingency to us is certainty to thee. 
Thou know'ft the ſecret biaſs of my will; 
For thou who madꝰ ſt the ſprings with ſo much skill, 


The 


: 
*, 


A POEM. 13 
The paſſion ſeeſt, by which it is inclin'd, 
And view'ſt the various motions of my mind: 
Reclaim it, as thou didſt the ſinful tribe, 
In whom thou didſt thy ſacred laws imbibe. 
O love me, my Redeemer, I deſire; | 
With wiſdom's truths my ſoul benumb'd inſpire 4 
Hold thou me up, and then I ſhall not tire. 
Give me to hate what hath defil'd my heart, 
That I may boldly bid them, — Hence, depart. 
Renew my ſtrength, or how ſhall I refuſe 
What man's frail nature's too too apt to chooſe ? 
That they may never more inhabit here, 
Thou conqueror, unto my help repair. 
Come quickly, Lord, my heart inviteth thee, 
Lodge in this tabernacle, ſtay with me; 
Thou art the welcom'ſt gueſt my heart can know, 
Till thou haſt bleſs'd me, PI not let thee go. 
Lord,. condeſcend, vouchſafe to dwell in me, 
Let me by faith and love here dwell in thee, c 
And then how happy ſhould thy ſervant be! 
Much happier, my Saviour, my God, 
Than if the angels took with me abode. 


| X. 
O ye beſotted, ſtupefied Jets 
How could ye thus the Lord of life abuſe ? 
How could you ſo inveigh againſt his word, 
Whoſe works proclaim him Jesus Son of Gop? 
Who but a God did ever raiſe the Dead, 
Or call again to life the ſpirit fled ? 
Who could rejoin that fleſh and ſpirit again, 
And make it as before, a living man ? 
Who but that God, which {el once ador'd ? 
Who but his Son, by Yael abhorr'd ? 
Oh! why will you afflict, torment his mind? 
Why {till remain ſo obſtinate, unkind ? 
| C Why 
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And henceforth reverence his holy name. 
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Why will you not be to conviction brought? 
Why not believe thoſe miracles he wrought ? 
Call but to mind the former things he did, 

The bleſſings heap'd on your forefathers head; 
How he from Egypt did them ſafely guide, 

And over them did day and night preſide: 

The waſhy ouſe his great command obey'd, 
And through her griſled waves a path was made: 
Through paths untrod, in barren wilderneſs, 
He led them, and did all their wants redreſs, 
Tho' they did him with freſh temptations preſs. 


He placed them into Cana' n's fertile ſoil, 


And gave to them the fruit of others toil. | 

T heſe things he did, to bend them to his will, 

But all in vain, their hearts were harden'd ſtill, 

You, as your fathers did, reject, deſpiſe, 

And {till attempt unheard of villanies. 

Why do you thus againſt his mercy ſpurn, 

And ſtill with anger, rage, and malice burn? 

You cannot live without his mighty aid, 

Who {till ſupports the univerſe he made. 

What evil ſpirit does your hearts poſſeſs, 

That you will not his miracles confeſs ? 

Can you thoſe mighty wonders think upon, 

And till perſiſt in what you have begun ? 

Can you reflect upon his doctrine taught, 

And will you net be to conviction brought? 9 
Think how he did your haunted country free 1 


From th evil ſpirit's wretched tyranny, 


And trampl'd on, nay, bound this enemy. 

But all in vain; {till obſtinate you ſtand. 

How is it, that your tongues have no command ? 
Why do you ſtill falſe accuſations bring? 

Why ſtill inſult the Prince of Peace your King? 
T hink\how he heal'd the ſick, the blind, the lame, 


O Jesvs, | | 


A POEM. 175 


O Jx$svs, what humility was here 

A perfect model thou of patience are. 

Why does omnipotence it ſelf conceal, 

And over Majeſty thus draw a veil? 

Why does Divinity it ſelf debaſe, 

*cept mercy ſhould, not juſtice, ſhew its face? 
Why doſt thou thus reſtrain, thy vengeance hide, 
But to confound and trample on man's pride ? 
What ſweetneſs in thy temper does appear 
In us what pride, what imperfections are 
What contradiction muſt poſſeſs that mind, 
Who cloſe their eyes, and wilfully are blind? 
What arm can fave, what rhetorick prevail, 
Where truth's receiv'd but as an idle tale? 
When men endeavour to bemiſt thy word, 
Call thee Impoſtor, not the Son of God ? 

Oh, ingratitude to a high degree, 

Firſt to defame, then nail thee to a tree 
How far like them I may have acted here ; 
How great my crimes or imperfections are; 

| How much I have diſhonoured thy name, 
How often put thee to an open ſhame, 

I know not ; but thy penetrating eye, 

At once my moſt minuteſt actions ſpy. 

Moſt kind. phyſician, touch my ſinful foul ; 
O cleanſe it, purify it, make it whole. 

O love divine, blot out thoſe written lines, 

38 Thoſe red, thoſe bloody characters my crimes, 
The Mene tetel; J am found to want; 

Thy merits can ſupply, thy love can grant. 


O dreadful ſpectacle 
O that mine head were waters, that mine eyes 
Might run with tears for mine iniquities ! 


C 2 What 
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W hat ſhall I do to take away my filth ? 
Or how ſhall J obtain thy ſaving health ? 
O thou, who doſt in purity out-vye 
The whiteſt lilly, or the cleareſt sky, 
Purge me with hyſſop, and I clean ſhall be, 
When I am waſh'd and purify'd by thee. 

O bathe me in the fountain thou haſt erh 

Where ſin is cover'd, and uncleanneſs laid; 
Then ſhall J look as virtually fair, 1 N 
As the children fed on Babyloniſh chear. 
O God, for thee, for thee my foul doth pant, { 
As droughty lands refreſhing waters want ; 9 
Reſtleſs, uneaſy of the weight ſhe bears, | 
Bore dewn, oppreſs'd with guilt's tormenting fears. 
Like Neah's dove, ſhe ſeeks the wiſh'd-for ground, 
But o'er the ſpacious deep no reſt ſhe found; 
In vain her pinions beat the ample air, 
In vain ſhe tries it here, and flutters there, | 
Till tired out, does to her ark again repair. 
Be thou my ark; for, Lord, in thee I find 
A ſure repoſe to my diſtemper'd mind. 
Great gate of mercy, open wide to me; ? 


5 


Oh hide me from offended majeſty, 

And make a covenant of peace twixt me and thee, 
Ah! who is he that can ſuch love deſpiſe, | 
That hears thee pray for all thine enemies, 
And doſt for them become a holy facrifice? 


XII. 

O lovely bridegroom of my longing ſoul ! 
Thou only remedy to make me whole 
Where-e'er thy ſweet delightful ſpirit is, 

O there is rectitude of what's amiſs, 
Place in my heart a principle of love; 
Be that the ſpring that may my actions move; 


Let 
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Let it my intellectuals renew, hed 
O thou, whoſe power can all things ſubdue. | 
Aſſiſt my inward man with ſtrength and skill, 
To make my fleſh obedient to thy will. 
Be this my ſtudy and my chief delight,  _.F 
To do the thing that's pleaſing in thy ſight, 
Then comfort me, O God, in trouble's darkeſt ( 
When-e'er I meditate or think on thee, .[ night. 
Thy love to love ſhall ſtill the motive be. 
How kind waſt thou to thy hard-hearted foes !: 
As they encreas'd, thy love the larger flows; 
No bounds it had, nor found it any bar; 
Though great our ſins, thy mercies greater are. 
Much to our weakneſſes thou didſt allow; 
T ho? man was ſtubborn, yet how good waſt thou! 
Why ſhould'ſt thou fear the ſhameful lot of thoſe, 
Whoſe tongues declare them moſt obdurate foes ? 
Why ſhould'ſt thou for ſuch have any care, 
Who will not of thy love or mercy ſhare; 
But, as the ſwine do, wallow in their mire; YJ'' - 
No Jxsvs to rule over them they require; 0 
But yet thou doſt their happineſs deſire. ; 


XIII. 

Though thou could'ſt live without ſociety, 
At leaſt thou needeſt not man's company; 
Vet love, enkindled by thy ſelf, like fire 
Burnt in thy breaſt, expreſſing thy deſire. 
Man was thy darling object, tho' he ſtray'd, 
To him thy creature was ſuch friendſhip made. 
Was ever goodneſs like to this e' er ſhewn, 
Or greater favours among mortals known ? 
Oh that my thoughts, my meditations too, 
Were but imploy'd in what thy love can do! 

hine was no vulgar, but uncommon love; 
Let mine. encxeaſe, and as uncommon prove. 


C2 The 
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The love of friends but ſmall reſemblance bear, 

What mortal's love can with this love compare? 

David to Jonathan a love did ſhew, 

And Jacob's did no alteration know, 

Full fourteen years in ſervitude; nor tir d, 

Nor thought fatigue, while Rachel he ad mir'd. 

So Moſes loved Hrael at heart; 

For them he could with joy, with pleaſure part. 

Saint Paul a love unto his kinſmen bore, 

And wiſh'd himſelf accurs'd for them. No more; 

Theſe demonſtrations, lovely as they are, 

As little ſparks unto the ſun appear: | 

Their love was borrow'd from thy brighter fire, 

By thine ſupported, or muſt ſoon expire. 

They only wiſh'd they might be ſo reſign'd, 

Their love was to a ſingle place confin d, | 

But thine extended unto all mankind : 

Theſe were their friends, to whom they wiſh'd theſe- 

But thoſe thou ſuffered'ſt for were enemies: [joys,, 

Their love had miſts and clouds to darken it; 

But thine was full of glory, full of light: 

Theirs was attended with inconſtancy ; 

Thine ever conſtant, and from changes free; 

And thoſe, whom thou doſt condeſcend to love, 

Muſt act and do what _ canſt well approve. 

Great Emperor of ſouls, thou reignedſt where 

The power of thy foes did great appear. 

'Amidſt two thieves was majeſty expreſs d, 

And by the mouth of one aloud confeſs' d. 

In this thou didſt thy power well-difplay, 

By ruling hearts, and ſtealing them away. 

Who can. ſurvey the beauty of ſuch love, 

And not in humble adoration move? wy 

What heart conceive it? O what heart can ſee 

'T hoſe beauties, and yet not enamour'd be 1 
f E- 
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Thine eye of Pity raviſhes my ſoul; 
J ſee thou doſt man's miſeries condole: 
Thou ſeem'ſt to bear a nat' ral ſympathy 
Of all thy creatures infelicity : - 
Thou faw'ſt the ſlavery loft man was in, 
His members willing captives unto fin ; 
To take him from this priſon, ſet him free, 4 
Thou conqueredſt his mighty foe, that he 
Might have his freedom, be at liberty. 
True wiſdom, Lord, unto my ſoul impart; 
O ſet it as a ſeal upon my heart; > 
Rule all my members; on thy ſervant's head | 
Ere& this trophy, I HAVE CONQUERED. 
Teach me the facred paths of truth to know, 
Content with thee the croſs to undergo, 
Whate'er reproaches virtue here ſuſtains, 
*T will ſurely prove to our eternal gains. 
Remember me, O Jesv, who art ſet 
Inthron'd with royal majeſty and ſtate, 
The better to procure for us what we 
Cannot attain without the help-of thee; | 
O then extend ſuch favours to me, Lord, 1 
As thou art wont thy choſen to afford. 


1 | 
O Jesv, who could hear thee cry, ITHIRS T, 
What eye refrain, and not in tears to burſt? 
Where were thy lovers, that they were not here? 
Alas | in troubles who acquaintance are? 
What couldſt thou thirſt for? but that fallen man 
Might be implanted in thy leve again. 
What couldſt thou thirſt for? but that they might 
Releaſed from their ſins, their miferyg, [be 
What could thou thirſt for? but to bring them 
Eternal joys, tivers of pleaſures are. [where 
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I' invite poor ſinners to thy banquets there; 


For this thou. waſt content to want a place 


For this thou taughteſt in the temple, where 
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For this thou cameſt from thy realms above, 


That men might he convinced by ſuch love; 
For this thou lefteſt the angelic choir, 


For this thou didſt both hunger, cold endure ;, 
By miracles the maladies in man. didſt cure.. 


To lay thy head, when thou didſt labour ceaſe.. 


Incenſe was offer'd, ſanctify'd by pray'r. 
For this thy ſoul did. long, this to compleat, 
Boldly rebuk'd, as mildy didſt intreat ; | 
For this endure the ſcourge, and undergo. 
Such pains, O JE$Us, which none elſe could do; 
All this was done to bring us ſinners home; 
But ah ! unthinking men refuſe to come. 

*T was this refuſal. made thee cry, I THIRsT;. 
This made thy precious eyes in tears to burſt : 
*T was this, thou thirſtedſt for, ſo loud didſt call, 
When they preſent a haſt'ning cordial.. , | 
They meaſure thy condition by their own ; 
Short-ſighted reas'ning ! thine's a nobler one. 

*T was purer thoughts that glowed in thy breaſt ;, 
*T was love to men that caus'd thee not to reſt : 
Till this was finiſhed and made compleat, 

All cordials but this did nauſeate.. 

Returning ſinners tears thou thirſtedſt for, 

All cordials but this thou didſt abhor ; ; 
Their tears, O God, by thee were ever priz'd; 
A. contrite heart was never yet deſpis d: 
This was the beſt refreſhing cordial (gall. 
They could have brought, when they preſent thee - 
O break, my heart ! O weep, my eyes, and ſhed. 
Such penitential tears as David did! | 

Oh that' my head were waters, that mine eyes. 
Might flow with tears for mine iniquities ! a 


A POEM 
And like a well-ſupplied fountain run, 
To quench thy thirſt, O moſt delightful fon ! 
A cup of trembling I have offer'd thee | 
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And thou didſt drink even the dregs for me: 
Ah, bitter drink! O great indignity |! 

Drink of this brook, my hearty, pious tears, 
My ſoul intentive on this work appears; 

For my repenting ſorrows are begun, 

Do thou encreaſe them, kind, forgiving Son. 
Drink of this holy water I now ſhed, 4 
Ohl! 'tis the ſweat of one that's wearied ; 

One bow'd together with the weight of ſin, 
Who knows what torments they involv'd thee in. 
J look to thee, thou only facrifice; | 
On thee is all my hopes: my longing eyes 

Look up to thee to melt this ſtony heart; 

O make-it, Lord, in very truth to part | 
With ev'ry fin that gave thee grief or ſmart. 

Ot .give-nie here true forrow, humble ſhame, 
That I may now reflect, my follies blame. 

I with, indeed, but what can wiſhes do? v 
Can they the hated act again undo? 19 
Or blot crintes out, or my bad heart renew ꝰ 
Oh! no. Without my Lord, I wiſh in vain; 
For what I've done, I can't undo again. 

Yet, O my Saviour, thou canſt forgive; 
Tis only thou tanſt ſay, Ariſe, and live. 
Blot out my fins, nor me in anger viex; 
O eleanſe my heart, again my mind renew. 
Withdraw not from, nor caſt me out of fight, 
Nor ever let thy ſpirit take its flight. 

The joy thy favour-gives let me 6btain, 

And thy ſupports my fainting ſoul ſuſtain. 
Aecept my heart, theſe promiſes I make; 
Yearn over me, O Lord, for pity's fake; - 
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Thy altars no ſuch facrifices need ; 


No beaſts that in the foreſts range alone, 


Viſit this vine which thy right hand did plant, 
Shine thou upon it, and thy mercy grant: 
Let it no more the grapes of Sodom bear, 
But grapes ſo ſweet, that God and man may chear. 


XVI. . 
Theſe breathings are, my offerings I bring, 
A tribute due to thee my God, my King; 
My longing ſoul thy grace and mercy wants, 
And after that inſatiably pants. 
Accept thy ſervant, and my prayers too, 
And of thy love give me a gracious view. 
Thy love was free, let that direct me ſtill, 
To ſet due bounds to my depraved will ; 
So make thy laws my pleaſure and delight, | 
And thou the comforter of my weak fp'rit. 
J neither rams nor well-fed bullocks — 5 
Nor oil, nor ſach inanimated thing, | 
Nor creature but my ſelf, to thee an offering. 
On ſlaughter' d- bulls or goats thou wilt not feed, 


The fowls that in the craggy rocks do build, 
The ſavage beaſt that haunts the open fields, 
Are thine, and all is. thine, what e'er kind na- 


ture yields, 


Are ſacrifices fit to make atone. 
The ſacrifices that my God requires, 
Are holy hearts, which love and zeal inſpires; 
And ſacred vows, with ſtricteſt care made good, | 
That centre in the meritorious blood: 

All ſuch as thus before him do appear, 
He will accept, and their petitions hear ; 
To ſuch he will bis ſaving health diſpenſe, 
And in temptations be a ſure defence. 
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My God, for thee, thou Majeſty Divine, 
My fainting fleſh and thirſty ſoul doth pine ; 
O when ſhall I this happineſs embrace, 
To be poſleſs'd of, guided by thy grace, 
So ſee the glim'rings of thy brighter face ? 
When with this favour ſhall my ſoul be bleſt ? 
O when with IE sus ſhall I be poſleſt ? 
For his ſalvation greatly do I long, 
That is my theme, the ſubject of my ſong ; 
In that is comfort, happineſs, and peace; 
Tis liberty from ſinning, great releaſe; 
There's truly beauty, beauty excellent, 
I'd fain be cloathed with that ornament; 
That whilſt I'm here my longing ſoul may pine 
After thy peace, O happineſs divine ; 
And to obtain it, give me grace to ſee 
What ignorance, what ſtrange ſtupidity, 1 
"Tis to neglect to copy after thee. | 
Oh what a ſtranger muſt he be to bliſs, 
Who longs not for thee, who art happineſs ! 
What lumpiſh ſorrow, and degen'rate fear 
Poſſeſs my heart, if thou'rt a ſtranger there 
W hich thou art never to the ſons of men, 
Unleſs they wilfully tranſgreſs again; 
But when the heart ſhall be poſſeſs d of thee, 
Thou glorious pattern of ſincerity, - 
Then every grace will to perfection grow, 
And man the powers of thy croſs ſhall know. 
O would to God that all who breath receive, 
Would but their reaſonable ſervice give! 
It ſure becomes the God of mercy's due, 
Who by his grace does fallen man renew. * 
What is it more the God of peace requires, 
But love for love? Tis this that he defires. FF 
Then come, my ſoul, to him addreſs your ſong ; 
To him and to his name does praiſe belong: 


To 
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To him give up your heart, let that repeat, 
That his unmeaſurable mercy's great. 
The ſons of God, the angels, happy be; 
But man by ſin's ingulf'd in miſery: 

Till mercy look'd from his imperial feat | 
And view'd his creature in- this wretched ſtate, | 
And in his love contriv'd his crimes to expiate. 
This made him leave his throne of majeſty; 
This mov'd him to put on mortality, | 
That equal unto angels men might be, 


XVII. 
Great darling of the Holy Trinity, 
What haſte thou madeſt to deſcend to die! 
How didſt thou run to fave the ſons of men! 
Nothing could hold or call thee back again; 
Not thine own greatneſs, who art Majeſty ; 


Not thine own preſervation hinder thoe, 

Who lovedſt not thy ſelf in loving me. 

How didſt thou fly. to my deliverance, 

My wandring ſoul from death to life advance ! 

How didſt thou leap in to prevent my harm, 

That fo thou mighteſt all my foes difarm | 

From doing this nothing could terrify, 

No devils could diſcourage thee ; for why ? 

It was thy pleaſure and thy choice for man to die. 

Thou longedſt till this mighty work was done, 

In this, O I ESU, ſure thou waſt alone. 

Thoſe malefactors crucify'd with thee, 

What honour had they? O ſtupidity ! 

They ſaw it not, inſenſible they were 

Of either honour or advantage there ; 

Till one at laſt beheld, and ſtood amaz'd, 

Convinc'd, aſtoniſh'd, wiſhfully he gaz'd, 

Bore down by conſcience innate of his breaſt, 

Believes, repents, and at the laſt confeſt; 
Confeſt 


— 


PO EN 25 
Confeſt his crimes, ra — Lord and King; 
In modeſty he begs one only thing, 
A bare — when his Lord ſhould be 
R'inſtated, and adorn'd with majeſty. 
Victorious faith | unparallelPd belief 
O happy circumſtance! ah, happy thief! 
Bleſt opportunity, O thief, to ſee ; 
The door of hope, the gate of mercy free 
T hey held out longer, death does them affright, 
Thou doſt not ſhrink nor ſhudder at the fight ; 
But calleſt for him, haſten'ſt him to come 
To give the ſtroke, the ſtroke that ſeaPd his doom. 
It's death to thee, O JES, not to die, Fu IF 
So great was thy unbounded charity. | 


| XVIII 
Ah, my Lord, I ſee thy dying lips 

Grow pale as thou draw'ſt nearer thine eclipſe. 

How ſoft thoſe ſpeeches are, that drop from thee ! 

Thy words are full of immortality, 

Of more eſteem than gold refin'd with skill, 

Sweeter than drops the honey-combs diftill. 

Tho? death approaches for to take thee hence, 

Yet look on me, and with that look diſpenſe 

Thy healing pardon to refreſh my ſoul ; 

One kind forgiving look will make me whole. 

And now the glory is from ſrael gone, 

Her joy is fled, her ſorrow's coming on; 

The Saviour of the world gives up the ghoſt, 

O ſtubborn Ifrael, what haſt thou loſt ! 

Lord, let me die 'with thee, with thee revive, 

O draw me after thee, and J ſhall live. 

J wonder not the graves did open wide, 

Or that the baſhful ſun her face did hide; 

That rocks did rend, or earth convulfive lie, 

Or blackeſt darkneſs * the azure skie: - 
3 * ut 
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But what I wonder moſt at, is, that they 

Were not deſtroyed, quite diſſolv'd away. 
While man, for whom theſe miracles were done, 
As unconcern'd, ſtood gazing, looking on, 
Reſolv'd to ſee what the event might be 

Of this unhappy, happy tragedy ; 

While near the croſs the Roman captain ſtood 
Aſtoniſh'd, crys, This was the Son of God. 


My crucified Lord, what ill return 
We make to thee for theſe thy favours done 
Who to the blind waſt eyes, feet to the lame, 
A ſuccour ſure, a help to all that came; 
A tender father to the fatherleſs, 
A comforter to all in their diſtreſs ; 
The widow'd heart thou gaveſt cauſe to ſing, 
And to the needy timely ſuccours bring. 
To thee the wiſe gave ear, and ſilent ſtood ; 
None anſwer'd after thou hadſt ſpoke the word. 
Thy counſel's ſweet, and as thy ſpeeches came, 
They ſtruck the heart into a pious frame. 
Tbou gav'ſt the hungry meat, the trav'ler reſt, 
And thro? thy blood are all the nations bleſt ; 
But now the-young ones make of thee their mirth, 
Children of baſe men, viler than the earth, 
They gape at thee, with antick mouth they ſport ; 
To give affronts, what multitudes reſort ! 
Whilſt others from thee their affections drew, 
And in thy face their nauſeous ſpittle threw, 
They marr thy path, great's thy calamity, 
Thy welfare like a cloud is paſt from thee. - 
Oh, how ungrateful, monſtrouſſy unjuſt, 
Are men to thee! Ah, vile and ſinful duſt 
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1 POEM 


XX. 

O patience infinite, beyond compare 
Vet theſe invited to ſalvation are; 
Thou calledſt on them to repent and live; 
How ready is thy mercy to forgive 2 
What's this I hear? Is mercy then fo nigh 7 
Is there yet hopes left for an enemy ? | 
For me, whom ſuch thine enemy hath been ? 
Have I not mock'd thee ? Ha'n't each wilful fab 
Help'd nail theeto thy croſs, thoſe nails ſtruck in? 
Ha'n't I derided, nay, thy ſuff rings ſcorn'd ? © 
And for fuch faults, how coldly have I mourn'd ! 
B y my impatience thee I've buffteted ; 
O*'twas my pride that crown'd with thornsth y heag. 
"T was my uncleanneſs that beſmear'd thy oe, 
And ev 'Ty crime thy torments did increaſe. 
Thy pow'r unbounded, and thy goodneſs great, 
Pve undervalu'd thro? my vain conceit, 
And ſet up ſelf to be its own defence; 


What's this, but to miſtruſt thy providence? 
. So much J value or deſpiſe thy love, 


As I obey, or thy commands diſprove. 


But till thou ſtretcheſt forth thy ſacred: arme 


To fave my careleſs, wandring ſoul from harms ; 
Unwilling I ſhould periſh, be undone, 

Mercy's proclaim'd to an unworthy ſon, 

On yonder croſs is ceas'd the warlike ſound, 

And man by JESUS now with peace is crown'd: 
From thence we hear the voice of a retreat, 
He cries, It is fulfill'd, Tis fni/b'd, made compleat 
The Father's anger does no more appear, | 
His thunder's gone, we reconciled are; 

His vengeance ceaſes, his fierce wrath is laid, 


"a ne eren man WR paid, | 
| 'D 2 Now 


28 HorNECRK's Fire of the Altar: 
Now heaven and the Father's boſom's free 5 


To all that thirſt for to partake of thee, 
To all that followers of thee would be. 


XXI. | 

Hear this, 'ye pris'ners, liften to this news, 
Receive this meſſage, and this offer chooſe ; 
Ye guilty fouls, come hither, enter in; 
Come: all that's laden with the weight of ſin, 
'Phroaw off your chains, run to this mighty rock, 
Open this door, enter ye ſinful flock; 
Haſte to this fountain, kiſs this lovely ſon ; 
Embrace this mercy ; dont delay, but run. 


Do youdiſpute the thing, if yea or no, 


Tis beſt to ſtay, or if tis beſt to go? 

Is't poſſible you. can or may demur, 1 

Or flight the med cine that muſt work the cure? 
Can you refuſe ſo fine a cordial, | 
That will recover you from ſueh a thrall ? 

Or ſhall thy.Lord be crucify'd in vain ? ö 


Why do you rather chooſe to hug your chain, 
Than be at liberty, to life reſtor d again? 

O taſte and ſee the goodneſs of the Lord, 

Who will at once both ſtrength and skill afford. 
He has contriv'd it, and his works excell 

Our finite thoughts, or rhetorick tongue to tell. 
At his command the blind received ſight; 

He ſaid, Be open d, and appeared light. 

The dumb and deaf their ſpeech and hearing have, 
And at his call the dead comes forth the grave. 
Open my lips, do thou uncloſe my mouth, 

That I may praiſe thee, tell abroad thy truth; 
And let my ears thy loving-kindneſs hear; 

Teach me how I my future life ſhall ſteer. 

Give fight unto my eyes, then ſhall I fee 

How ſweet thou art, how good, how kind to me. 


Speak 


i. -f > Ph 


* 


eee W 
Speak to my heart, in that let malice die, # 
Let envy vaniſh, and all diſcord fly. 

Inſpire my foul, that that may never err; 

Before my own, let me thy will prefer. 


| | | XXII, yet L / 
O my life, thou didſt indeed fulfil; - "43 
In death the fore-determin'd Father's will. 
'T was fit one man ſhould for the people die, 
And. free all nations from their miſery. 7 5 
Ah where, good IE Sus, would loſt man have) 
If thou hadſt not appeared to his aid, rl, © 
And for his help and ranfom ſuch a purchaſe paid? J. 
Where for a refuge in ſuch miſery . | 
Should man repair, to whom for ſuceour fly? 
We muſt have wander'd into caves or dens, 
Abandon'd by our God the beſt of friends: 
We ſhould have liv'd in a perpetual fear, 
Dreading the king of terrors drawing near. 
Were it but poſſible for man t' have ſeen 
That place of torment, the rewards of ſin, 5 
Which by his means we muſt have enter'd in; Y; 
Lord, what confuſion, horror, and deſpair, 
Muſt then have ſeis'd us at our entrance there! 
Eternally confus'd, the ſoul in pain, 
Uneaſy, deſperate, yet all in vain; | 
No hopes of life. or mercy could there be, 
Of future- bliſs no probability, 
Till thou, O God, on man's behalf aroſe, . 
Cloth'd in his fleſh, deſtroy'd his powerful foes, 
Broke off his ſhackles, gave him liberty + + 
To chooſe. the path that brings him unto thee. 
O let- me feel that pow'r thou haſt gainꝰd | 
O'er fin and death, whoſe ſtrengths are now re- 
With thy ſupports.couragiouſly ſhall.I I ſtrainꝰd 3 
The paths of virtue tread, and ſin defy: 
24 | On 


30 Hoxrnecxk's Fire of the Altar: 
On thee, as on à rock, ſecure ſhall ſtand, 
By helps of grace fulfil thy juſt command. 
Tho! I have wander d like a ſtraying ſheep, 

Yet if thou guide, thy ftatutes I ſhall keep. 
Strengthen my weakneſs, all my needs ſupply 
With ſaving ſtrength, for unto thee I fly; | 
O! to my EG foul ſuffic'ent grace apply. 


XXIII. 

Thou art the bread deſcending from above, 
Bread that the intellectual part can love; 
Bread that a rational foul may eat, 
The Word made Flaſb became immortal meat; 
Ml eat that will nouriſh, ſtir up, and revive 
That life we did in baptiſm receive, 
Whoſe pure regenerating act was free 
To ſow the ſeed of immortality; 
To give the ſoul perceptions, that her good 
Is IEsus, moft refreſhing, healthful food. 
To be ſuch food himſelf he freely gave; 
His heart was pierc'd, that he our fouls might five. 
Becauſe we diſobey'd the ſacred will, 
He did the law of right'ouſneſs fulkil, 
And to that end, tho? guiltleſs he had been, 
Was offer d for the univerſal n. 
Thus did he freely purchaſe grace and * 
Which ve through him are made partakers of; 
And to aſſure us of this good from heavw n, 
The bread and wine as ſeals are tokens giv'n: 
Through theſe he does his better things impart, 
To cheriſh and. revive the drooping heart: a 
To theſe a promiſe is annex'd, and we 
The thing that's ſignify' d, by faith may ſee: 
Our ſpirits with his ſpirit may converſe, 


Tell all our needs, our weakneſſes rebearſt - 
By 


Y» POEM 3? 
By this we have communion with his blood, 
From him receive our nouriſhment and food; 
Whoſe fruit to taſte and ſind th' effects are fo, 
Believe and do, and theſe in truth you'll know. 
Such feaſting has the Lord prepar'd for me, 
Such tabling, O my ſoul, is ſpread for thee. 
The Lamb is flain, on him thou mayeſt ſup, 
And find him meat and drink, a chearful cup. 
Great condeſcenſion advantag ous feaſt 
T'imploy our faith, and have our love encreas' d. 
Where ChRISTH erects his banner, there may I. 
From his great fountain all my wants lupply. 
Were.choiceſt fiſh in the vaſt ocean, dreſt, 
Or winged fowls that in the air do reſt, 
Or foreſt beaſts, that range in open field, 
To entertain me, they'd no pleaſure yield. 
- Where is the feaſt that can with this compare? 
4 T hat yields ſuch wholſome, ſuch delicious fare? 
7 Tell me not then of A ſuerus feaſt, 
How curious his diſhes, fine his taſte; Als, 
Nor mention make of Beltehazzar's fare, ! 


How ſtately he with's nobles did appear, 

How rich his goblets, great his banquets were ; 

How ſweet the ſound of all his harmony, 

Or how agreeable the company. ; 

Imagine he had ev'ry thing eompleat, | 

. Both coftly wines, delicious fruit to eat, | 

And ſerved up in a majeſtic ſtate : 

But what are theſe, when to them you compare 

This feaſt, where God and Angels preſent are, q 

And joys, celeſtial j Joys the banquet fare ? 

Here my Redeemer treats, intreats-my ſoul 
 'T*accept his preſents, that-ſhall make her whole. 

His peace, are riches that his merits gives 

Vato the ſoul, by whoſe n ſhe lives; 


No 
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No gold from Africa, no eaſtern pearl, 
Nor Indian ſtones, are half ſo valuable.) 
They open wide the treaſures of his love, 
That we foretaſte the joys that are above; 
They here unite us to the holy Son, 

And as betroth'd, are join'd in union; 
'Thro? them he does returning ſinners bleſs, 
And ſo becomes their peace and righteouſneſs.. 
*Tis with ſuch love he entertains his bride, 
If ſhe will in his promiſes confide. 

This, this is honour; theſe preferments are; 
This grant no royal monarch can confer. 
When, crowned. heads ſhall t' inferiors ſtoop, 
And ſlaves with princes are allow'd to ſup, 
The thought is pleaſant, and we ſoon conceit. 
That we are ſomewhat, tho* we. do not ſee't : 
What value then can favours greater be, 

For creatures to fit down with majeſty 2. 

A majeſty ſo great, nor leſs the feaſt, 
Whoſe tranſports entertain the welcome gueſt ?- 
A feaſt where God preſides, where he directs, 
Productive is of many good effects. 

In man muſt be an aptneſs to receive, 

. A principle of faith that can perceive 

What here is wrapped up in myſtery ;: 

How ſouls are nouriſhed inviſibly; 

How words can have an aptneſs to ſupport: 
The fainting ſpirits: that to them reſort. 
In.thee, O Bread (a), what delicacies be ! 
What admirable. things doſt thou convey ! 


O what 
) Dr. Taylor. This Bread is truly called the Body of 
Chriſt, becauſe there is joined with it the vital Power, 
Eirtue, and Efficacy of the Body. So that tho it be 4 


rial i 


Figure, yet it is not meerly ſo; not only the Sign and Memo-- 


O what delights from ſuch a table ſpread ! 
What dainties are contracted in this bread |! 


XXIV. 


To manifeſt thy ſelf in fleſh to me; 
But give that fleſh, my life, my food to be? 
What pains thou tak*ſt to melt man's ſtubborn heart 
How willing to be one with him thou art! 
How willing that we ſhould united be, 
That we might never warp or go from thee ! 
How willing is the Lord to do us good 
And to that end he is become our food; 
Such food (b), as will our weaken'd ſouls revive, 
And make them in the paths of virtue thrive. 
For this to man thy offices are known, 
In them thy love's, expreſt, thy power ſhewn; 
Not only as a guide to man thou art, 
But as a king thou ruleſt in the heart; 
A father too, whoſe kind paternal care 
Bids us avoid thoſe paths where dangers are, 
And, as à maſter, thou commandeſt fear. 
My Saviour, who: ſnatch'd: me from the lake; 
My advocate, in whom I ſhelter take; 
My prieſt and altar too, who ſanctifies 
y morning's prayer, evening's ſacrifice 
My mediator, interceſſor too, } 


| Wonderful love] was't not enough for thee | 


Procuring for me what none elſe. could do; 

Such diet, Lord, ſuch healthful food art thou, I. 
Thou ſawꝰ'ſt that man ſuch. healthful food did want, 
Which only thou couldſt give, thy love could grant. 


rial of him that is abſent, but it bears along with it the 
very Body of the Lord, that is, the Efficacy and Divine 
Virtue of it. 

() Without the quickening Power of the Spirit, the Fleſh 
profiteth nothing. | 
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| Thou 
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Thou ſaw'ſt my. ſoul was deſtitute of meat, 
Unleſs it had ſuch food as this to eat. 

Alas! the world her food could never be, 
For ſhe muſt feed on immortality, 

As well might angels feed on hay or graſs, 
Or ſhadows for a real ſubſtance paſs, 

The meat that will ſupport the ſoul as food, 

Springs from the merits of my I Esu's blood: 
He is the object that can ſatisfy, 

He is the fountain (c) that can me ſupply, 

Without ſuch food, how wretched, Lord, am I 

But when on thee my thoughts do contemplate, 

When on thy love my ſoul does meditate ; 

When my deſires are athirſt for thee, 

And to thy will my will inclines to be; 
When all my faculties in thee delight, | 
When thy commands are lovely in my ſight ; 

When they are pleaſant, amiable, then 

My foul hath food its nature to maintain ; 

Then *tis it proſpers, chearful is its look, 

Then angels viſit when the world's forſook. 
For ſens al pleaſures always make it lean, 

Sowers its virtues, as tis often feen. 


(c) Dr. Taylor. He that owns Chrift for his Laau- 
- giver and his Maſter, for his Lord and his Redeemer ; he 
 evho lays down his Sins in the Grave of Feſus, and him- 
felf at the foot of the Croſs, and his cares at the Door of 
the Temple, and his ſorrows at the Throns of Grace; 
he who comes to C 7 to be Inſtructed, to be Commanded, 
to be Received and Comforted': To this Perſon Chrift gives. 
his Body and Blood, that is, Food from Heaven. And then 
the Bread of Liſe, and the Body of Chriſt, and eating his 
Flh, and drinking his Blood, are nothing elſe but Myſterious 
and Sacramental Expreſſions of this great Excellency, 
that whoever does this, ſhall partake of all the Benefits of 
the Croſs Chriſt. * | On 
S 


A POE MM. 35 
One act of fin of any fort or kind | 
Diſturbs the ſoul that is to God reſign'd. 5 
But, O my Lord, the meat that comes from thee 
Will make her flouriſh like an almond- tree. 

O ſatisfy me with thoſe ſtreams of love, 
That grace which thou diffuſeſt from above, 

My ſoul to fill, her virtues to improve. 


| XXV, 

My Lord, my God, how plentiful may I 
From this o'erflowing rock my needs ſupply | 
How ſweet's thoſe drops which thou doſt here diſ- 
O make them to my ſoul a ſure defence, [penſe! 
Gainſt all the evil that my ſpirit'al foes 
In ſecret whiſpers to my thoughts diſcloſe. 

T ho' they aſſault, and oft my peace invade, 
Let this eclipſe their power to perſwade. 

This bread will ſtrengthen to a miracle, 
This blood revives, and makes ſouls tractable ; 

It gives em life, and hope, and joy, and peace, 

The products of this kind refreſhing grace; 

With theſe delights my inward man is fed; 

*Tis angels food, the beſt reviving bread ; 

- *Tis like refreſhing dew, each morn that fell 

On Sion's mount, or drops on Hermon's hill; 

Sion the choſen ſeat of Sion's king, 

The bleſſing promis'd, life's immortal ſpring, 

What's all the rivers of Damaſcus to | 

This river, that our God hath bleſſed fo ? 

Let Abanah and Pharpar filent ſtand, 

For o'er their ſtreams he hath not ſtretch'd his hand: 

How pleaſantly ſoe er their waters flow, 

Their purling ſtreams no healing virtue know. 

But from thy croſs, O thou beloved fon, 

From thee who waſt a facrifice thereon, 5 

Delicious ſtreams do flow, and healing waters run;) 
| From 
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From thee deſcends that everliving food, | | 
W hich thou haſt purchas'd with thy deareſt blood ; 
Food, if we reliſh, will our fins conſume, 

And place delightful virtues in their room. | 
Here then, my God, with humble faith (4) will I 
Devoutly wait till thou my wants ſupply ; 

As preſent. with thee, on thy merits feed, | 
And draw from them whate'er I want or need ; 
Whilſt others in their corn and wine rejoyce, 
Hither to come ſhall be thy ſervant's choice, 
Here will-I viſit, here may I receive 

That bread which thou doſt to thy ſervants give: 
Then, O eternal ſpir't, awake, and blow 

Upon my garden, water thou it fo, 


That pleaſant ſpices there may ſprout, improve, 


| and grow. J 
Then will this manna ſatisfy my taſte, 
And to my ſoul become a ſweet repaſt; 
Then will it nouriſh her, and ſhe will thrive, 
And in the pleaſant paths of virtue live. 
Before my God, Cen in his preſence now, 
I promiſe (O accept my ſolemn vow ) | 
Since thou art pleas*d to offer me this meat, 
Within my ſoul an appetite create; 
Then ew'ry faculty I will reſigRgg 
To Jacob's God; for Jacub's God is mine; 
He ſhall command thoſe faculties he gave, 
And be poſſeſt of what he dy'd to fave. 


CHRISTIAN. 
I feel my heart is warmed with this thought, 


My will is to this reſolution brought, 


(% Saint Ambroſe, Chrift is haudled ty Faith, is ſeen 
by Faith. He is not touched by the Body, ner comprebend- 


ed by the natural Eyes. 


. To 


1 EET OE Ms +; 3F 
To turn aſide, a while unbend my _ 
And leave this tranſitory, world behind, 
In ſerous thoughts of meditation ſee 
This object that preſents it ſelf to me. 
Delightful proſpect, moſt delightful ſcene, 
How full of grace and beauty is this mein! 
Oh 'tis the Son of God, that holy One, 
Who in the Father's boſom dwelt alone, 
W hoſe foul's enchaſed with Divinity, 
Is One in th'undivided Trinity, 
And claims with great JEHOVAH an equality ; "42 / 
Yet made himſelf of no repute and fame, 1 
But took on him a ſervant's form and ſhame, _ 
And was himſelf obedient to the croſs, 
In order to regain for man his loſs. 


e Ü IO a — a 
— 


B'aſtoniſh'd, all y' immortal pow'rs above, 


Nothing am I, nor have 
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ICE LL IL eee 


1 


Of the Particulars to be obſerved before 
we come to the Lord's Table. 


CONSCIENCE. 


TYUt is this all, the whole that muſt be done ? 
Or is there more to do, and think upon ? 


CHRISTIAN. 


O Ves; I muſt within my heart retire, 

And there the great ſtupendous love admire 
That love, which God by Jesvs has expreſs'd, 
In ſome ſuch thoughts as theſe might be confefs'd : 


At this admired condeſcending love; 

Ye choirs of angels, ſtand amaz'd, and ſee 

This condeſcenſion of our God to me. 

Though I've rebelled, yet he loves me ſtill, 

And of ſuch love expreſſes his good will. 

He ſent his Son, the darling of his love, 

Loſt man to dave, his better part improve. 

Lord God Almighty, what is man, that thou 

Shouldſt condeſcend for him to ſtoop ſo low? 

What in his generation didſt thou ſee, 1 

But diſobedience, ſin, their miſery, 1 

With theſe poſſeſt, yet pity d, belov'd by thee ? 

I any claim, - - 

Of innocency ſtript, now cloth'd with ſhame, 

Poor ſinful duſt and aſhes, yet doſt thou 

On this mean object look, and him thus view. 
9 6 O ſove- 


. 1 
O ſovereign being! didſt thou ever ſee | 

A creature ſo deform'd, ſo vile as me? T. 
And yet thou goeſt from love's common road, 1 
And ſpreadſt thy garments for man's _— 
good, 
And ſeal'd this friendſhip with thy precious blood. N 
O matchleſs love ! by th'angels all admir'd, 
Which they to pry into have long deſir' d; 

It paſſes underſtanding to conceive, 

And is too large for reaſon to receive, 0 
Yet what I cannot comprehend, I now then, | 


The love which princes to their ſubjects ſhew, 
Is reciprocal, and beſtow'd on few ; 

Yet when they condeſcend to raiſe up one, 
How do men court, adore that riſing ſun |! | 
Though princes love may ſome reſemblance bear, 
What mortal's love can with my God's compare? 
He might have triumph'd in man's ſtripes or- 


| groans, 

And glorify'd his juſtice by ſuch wounds, 

But pity has no banks, in him it knows 

Tt flews at large around this ſpot of clay, 

And far tranſcends what we conceive it may. 
No limits to his mercy has he ſet, - 

For when he frowns tis ever with regret. 

O love, how humble, violent art thou, 

To rend the clouds, and thus the heavens bow | 

But who ſhall ſay unto thee, hat deft thou ? 

3 When thou didſt riſe the ſinner's part to take, 
The conſcious earth did at thy preſence ſhake ; + 
Thick clouds of ſmoak diſper'd themſelves abroad; 
To ſhroud thy coming, O incarnate Gop ! 

Who left the beauteous realms of light and joy 
To ſave loſt man, his enemies deſtroy. 
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40 Honnxck's Fire of the Altar: 

Thou laidſt aſide thy robes of majeſty, 

And drew a veil o'er thy divinity. 

Thou cloath'ſt thyſelf in fleſh with men to live, 

And dy'd that thou to others life might'| give. 

Where ſhall we find a parallel to this? 

W hat torigue hath words its greatneſs to expreſs ? 

Oh love! I'll ſing of thee, adored theme, 

Were it but poſſible, of thee I'd dream: 

My thoughts ſhould be imployed in thy praiſe, 

With thee delighted, paſs an age of days. 

O that I could: but panegyricks write, 8 
P 


How ſwiftly ſhould my pen my thoughts indite 


But ah! the ſubject is too large, tis infinite 


Here's love, to which all ſympathies muſt veil, 
No end it knows, but ever will prevail. 
Myſterious love ! how little does man know 
Of what in thee does infinitely flow ! 
is finite reaſon cannot comprehend, | 
hat was without beginning, without end: 
He cannot find the ſource of this great ftream, 
Nor where from whence beginning of it came 
Alas ! the line of reaſon is too ſhort, 
Its depth to fathom, or to reach the port. 
Who can eternity's receſſes know, 


Or find the ſpring from whence his love does flow ? 


What human skill can fearch that vaſt abyſs, 


In which the head of this great river is? 


Ah, who'this origin of love relate ? 

Who dare with Omnipotence emulate ? 

Who oat his works, his wondrous works recount ? 
What thought the treaſures of his love ſurmount ! 
His wiſdom's infinite, unſearch'd his ways, 

His love unfathom'd, and as great his praiſe, 

Let it ſuffice that men acquainted are, | 
That mighty love will humble ſinners ſpare : 


It 


A POEM. 


It is enough, that he is thus reveal'd, | 

Oh happy they, on whom it has prevail' d! 

It is enough th'Almighty does impart, 

That he'll forgive, and loves a contrite heart: 

Fen fo, O Father, it ſeem'd good to thee, 

That, as thy ſelf, thy love ſhould boundleſs be. 

Thy love to love the only: motive Was, 

That th'inforcive, th'impulſive cauſe. . _ 

Thou that ſhew'dſt mercy to the ages paſt, 

To future ages ſhall that mercy laſt ; 

Oh thou------ - | 

Eternal Wiſdom ! whom the Lord poſſeſt, 

Before his works of old thou didſt exiſt : 

In the beginning, e' er the earth he made, 

When there was neither depths nor fountains laid, 

Thou waſt brought forth; before the tumid hills, 

W hile neither earth was form'd, nor pleaſant fields. 

When he firſt took. the. compaſſes in hand, 

To circumſcribe the world's vaſt tract of land, 

'T hen thou waſt there: When th heavens he py . 
Kt [par'd,, 

And when a compaſs to the deep was rear d; 

When he eſtabliſhed the moving clouds, 

Which from the burning ſun tha earth now ſhrouds; 

Before he form'd that canopy of light, 

Or on the waters mov'd his holy ſpir't, 

Whoſe brooding wings o'erſpread the. watry ouſe, 

And vital warmth and. virtue did infuſe; 

E' er thus he ſtrengthened the waſhy deep, 

And gave command what boundaries to keep: 

Then thou waſt. by him, ever in his ſight, 

Waſt brought up with him, daily his déliglit, 

Rejoycing with him in the works he made, 

Who from eternity a being had. 

Enlighten thou my mind, thoſe miſts. remove, 

That. cloud my appretienfions of thy love, 
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208 Honnzck's Fire of the Altar : 


Ariſe, my thoughts, awake, my foul, and ſee 

How that love ſmiles upon, how ſhines on thee. 

O ſee how bright it is, what charms there are, 

See, devils tremble at it, and deſpair ; 

Oh how they grin and fret, to think they muſt 
[not ſhare | 


But ſee, what glorious beams it caſts on men 


See how it warms their hearts, calls em again!? 
See how it darts upon the penitent ! 

See how it makes the obfiinare relent! 

See how importunate it is with men, 

And leaves em not till it has n them. 


II. 

1 muſt myſelf examine, when and where, 
Alſo how many my offences are, 
Againſt my God's great goodneſs, patience, love; 
In what to blame myſelf, in what approve; 
What are my ſorrows, what my grief and ſhame; 
What methods do I take my thoughts reclaim. 
Am TI unfeignedly reſolv d to part 
With ev'ry ſin that does pollute the heart? 
Have I full purpoſe fix'd. to know, then do 
What is commanded, and thoſe rules purſue * 
Do I ſincerely, and without reſerve, 
Intend thoſe holy precepts to obſerve? 
Can I prefer that will before my own, 
On no pretence the laws of God difown | I 
Can I reſign my ſelf up to his will, 67 
And like his Son ſubmit, receive an ill, 4 
And yet be thankful, be obedient Rill ? 
Can Tg a profitable gain, 
And look upon the offer with diſdain, 
Rather than wilfully diſpleaſe my God, 
Or {tain the hallow'd place of his abode ? 


4 POEM. 
Do I eſteem or prize his love before 
The love of money, ſome ſo much adore ? 


Do I ſee greater beauties in his words, 
Than in the pleaſures that the world affords ? 


O trim your lamp, to meet the Lord prepare ; 
Let faith, humility, and love attend you there; 


If to theſe truths the conſcience witneſs bear, 1 


And have no douhts, but that you ſhall receive 


Thoſe AI which from his croſs derive. . . 


N III. 
If 1 have done my neighbour ; any wrong P 


Tf ſlander have proceeded” from my tongue 


If J have injur'd's body, goods, or name, 
Or have by any means impair'd the ſame ; 
I muſt reſtore, ſome ſatisfaction give, 

Or at the leaſt, a willing mind ſhould r 
But if I am not able to reſtore, 

J muſt beg pardon, and do fo no more, 

If this be all that's preſent in my pow'r. 


Will not forgive, tho* I repent my ll, 

I yet have done my Chriſtian duty well. 
Forgiveneſs is the great command of heav'n ; 
We muſt forgive, if we will be forgiv'n. 
God has entaiPd his pardon upon mine, 
Pardon thy brother, left his fin be thine. 


IV. 


I muſt ſurvey and take a modeſt view, 
Of all thoſe pains the holy IE sus knew. 
I muſt go with him unto Gethſemains, | 


And at mount Olivet a while remain, 
And there behold. how ſadly he's diſtreſs'd, 


But if be ſhould retain his anger ftill, 1 


His heart bore down with-grief, his ſoul rp. 2 
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44 HoRNECK's Fire of the Altar: 
How did his life draw nigh unto the gravel 
What dreadful fears death's apprehenſions gave! 
How did he tread that wine-preſs all alone | 


How heavy was that wrath which he took on 

And yet how patient, humble was the Son.“ 

How did diftreſs. and anguiſn on him ſeize, 

While the diſciples ſleep, and take their eaſe.. 

Fatigu'd with watching, nature heavy grew, 

Bur ftill their maſter's agonies renew. 

How did he weep and mourn, nay, ſweat with grief! 

How did he ſweon, languiſh without relief, 

Sweating uncommon ſweats and drops of blood, 

Whilſt hell with all her pow” rs againſt him ſtood. 

Here *twas that he our griefs, our ſorrows bore; 

That he by this might to us peace reſtore. 

How did he drink this bitter draught. alone 

(And of the people with him there was none) 

How did his heart like melting wax become ! 

How was he bound, and then to Annas led, 

And in his. preſence ſmote, nay, buffeted !. 

He, unto whom all adoration gave, 

Was ſmitten. by an [dumean ſlave; | 

Soon after drag'd. from Annas to the prieſt, . 

Who of the Lamb of God made. ſport and jeſt. 

Then before Plate falſly was accus' d 

By worthleſs wretches, ſpit on, and abus'd... 

Here did they load him: that was innocent, . 

With all the guilt that malice could. invent: . 

Here was he ſet at nought by Hered's court ; 

Here ſcorn'd and deck'd in purple for their ſport : 

From thence. brought back, to Plate he's return'd, 

By him was ſcourg'd, and then with thorns was. 

How after this. the heavy eroſs he. bore, [crown'd., 

Till nature fainted, could endure. no more. 
But then a flight ſurvey I muſt not take, 

But ſuch as. will ſome deep inipreſſion make, 
; | 3" Reflecting 


or | 
* A POE M. 45 
Reflefting that my more impurer ſtains, 
Have been an inſtrument of all his pains. | 
Wheneer 1 think upon his bloody ſweat, 
I then condemn my pride, that vain conceit, c 
That brought it on him, added to its weight. 
W hen on his wounds I look, oh break, my heart, 
For your revengeful thoughts has made em ſmart, 
His crown of thorns too ſhould create a dread, 
To act thoſe fins that ſet it on his head. 
And when I view the nails that tore his fleſh, 
I muſt reflect upon my peeviſhneſs. 
How peeviſh I have in my troubles been, | 
Was it not this that help'd to ftrike them in? 
So when I ſee the ſpear that pierc'd his fide, 
I think how fin my purer thoughts divide; 
How they do wander in the time of pray'r, 
How dull, how ſtupid, when imployed there ; 
How awkward, how unwilling to forgive 
The ſmalleſt injuries that I receive. 
I muſt not look upon his many tears 
Without reflection, and as cautious cares, 
Hew I his juſt and righteous paths have trod, 
Or how more looſely wander d from my God. 
For all this help'd and forwarded his death, 
And brought down on him ſuch exceſſive wrath. 


V. 

I muſt, like Jesvs, ſtill be doing good 
In all kind offices of neighbourhood ; 
The helpleſs help, to the afflicted mind 
Pour in thy wine and oil, his wounds up bind. 
As Magdalene the precious nard did pour, 
T'anoint her maſter's head and body o'er; 
The precious ointment caſt its fragrant ſmell, 


And will her love to lateſt ages tell. 


As 
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As JEtsUs waſhed his diſciples feet, 
Or eer he ſet before them bread to eat; 
As he from bondage freed us, ſo ſhould we 
From ſad confinement ſet ſome pris'ner free. 
As he reliev'd us in our wretched ſtate, 
So we ſhould others wants compaſſionate; 
And as wemare refreſh'd by that word, | 
Who food diſpenſes from his holy board, | 
So we to careleſs friends good counſel ſhould afford. 
As he for us did healing balm procure, . 
Firſt ſearch'd the wound, and after heal'd the ſore; 
So we ſhould to the ſick, the poor diſtreſs'd, 
Some comfort give, and get their wants redreſs'd: 
Forgive a poor man's debt, in that to ſhew 
How we rejoice that we're forgiven too: 
Or viſit one that hates thee with revenge. 
To ſee if we his malice can unhinge ; 
Expreſſing by ſuch acts the ſenſe we have 
How much to us the Son of Love forgave : 
Or give a book to him who cannot buy, 
In which he may his ſpirit'al wants ſupply ;. 
To ſhew what ſenſe we have of being fed 
By God's pure word, which is immortal bread. 
We ſhould deny ourſelves ſome recreation, 
By frequent thinking upon Jzsvs* paſſion , 
And earneſtly for their converſion pray, 
Whoſe obſtinacy makes *em go aſtray ; 
Teexpreſs our ſenſe of that immediate care 
That JEsus did for all us ſinners bear. 


VI. 


I muſt when time permits 1 frequent pray 
To be directed in the ſacred way; 


To breathe, pant after God's refreſhing grace, 
And prize his love, the love that gain'd my peace ; 


4 That 


A POEM. 47 
That love which he has manifeſted here, , 
And under Bread and Wine expreſſed are. - 
That he would give me ſuch an active faith, 
That's lively, vigorous, that courage hath, 
To preſs thro' all impediments I meet, 
In order to obſtruct, my foes defeat. 
A faith that rectifies, reforms the will, 
Inclines it unto good, refuſes ill. 
That he would give to me a contrite heart, 
That I may ſhun, from evil ways depart ; 
And with undaunted courage now deſpiſe 
Its fooliſh, empty, tranſitory joys, 
That he would give me a tranſcendant love 
To his great name, this ordinance approve. 
That he would add devotion to my pray'r, . 
That what J utter in them be ſincere; 

And baniſh from my mind all worldly ends, 
And only from my God expect amend 
Reſolving in my mind to imitate 
My Lord, in what is excellent and great ; 

And ſtop my ears againſt ſuch bugbear tales, | 
That fleſh and blood ſuggeſts, and then prevails. 
That he would rule the motions of my mind, 
And make my will be to his laws inclin'd. 

T hat I may contemplate on things above, 

Till I can all thoſe great perfections love. 

That I may know, and learn the art divine, 
That unto God I muſt my ſelf reſign, 

Truſting alone on his good providence, 

Who ways unthought by man does good diſpenſe. 


| VII. 
I muſt reſolve, and for the future ſtrive 
Againſt thoſe ſins that paſt reſolves ſurvive, | 
And keep the thought of ſuch reſolves alive. 
If I've neglected ſuch a ſelf-denial ; 


48 HorNEecKk's Fire 7 the Altar : 


If pride, ill- nature, envy be the trial; 

If careleſneſs or wanderings in pray'r, £2 

If vain or trifling thoughts attend me there; 

If I my vows or promiſes have broke, 

Or to my neighbour have ill language ſpoke ; 

If ſuch a habit, or a darling fin, 

As either friends or ſelf involve me in; 

Tf either cards, dice, gaming be the crime, 

In which I ſpend my valuable time; 

If I've neglected to improve the day, 

Or let the holy ſabbath paſs away 

Without a ſerious thought, or well-ſpent hour : 
I muſt reſolve to th' utmoſt of my pow'r 

T'avoid thoſe crimes, and muſt do ſo no more. 


VIII. 
But as a ſoldier who obſerves his guard, 

Let's nothing diſcompoſe his watch and ward: 
So nothing ſhould diſturb a pious mind, 

Or once unbend it from the work deſign'd: 
Which is t'oppoſe each paſſion, ev'ry ill, 

That makes me peeviſh, diſcontented till, | 
And does my conſcious ſoul with rage or anger fill.) 
* Cauſe ev'ry paſſion now muſt be confin'd, 
Serene and calm the temper of my mind, 

No injuries, affronts that's paſt and gone, 
No ſecular affairs that's drawing on, 

Muſt now diſtra& or diſcompoſe my breaſt, 
Nor in the leaſt diſturb my peaceful reſt. 
But I muſt guard againſt ſuch foes as theſe, 

Who interrupt my beſt, my pious eaſe. 

For what concerns my ſoul J muſt regard, 


Cauſe thoſe concerns produce their own reward. 
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ine III. 


Of the Particulars to be ob med. * 
we are at the Lord's Table. 


ConsCciENCE. 


UT what muſt be thy thoughts when thou 
What frame thy heart? {art there? 
; | CHRISTIAN. a 


Ejaculations, pray'r. 

Here ſhall my ſoul in contemplation move, 

By faith aſcend up on the wings of love 1 

To heaven, and in thought, as preſent there, 
Beheld the everlaſting (a) Prieſt appear, 

Preſenting for us, at the father's throne, 

His interceſſions with his great atone; 

Which very powerfully this effects 5 

Pardon for penitents, whom he protects, 8 

And with his kind aſſiſting grace directs. 

Thus whilſt we do around his altar kneel, 

All hearts prepar'd, their inward comforts feel; 

a) In which Heavenly Sanctuary be erpetually of- 
as 2 10 Blood and Pa on to God. 6, as . 
makes perpetual Prayers and Interceſſion for us, Rom. viii. : 

4. A, alfa he hath inſtituted the ſame Oblation of his | 
Holy Body and Blood, and Com memoration of his Paſſton | 
zo be made in the holy Euchwwiſt, to God the Father, by 

bis Miniſters here on Earth for the ſame Ends, vit. the | \ 
Application of all the Benefits of bis fole meritorious | 
Death and Sacrifice of the Croſs, till bis ſecond Return | 

out of” this htavenly Sanfuary. 48 

F His | 


50 Horneck's Fire of the Altar: 
His holy ſpir't in gentle ſtreams deſcends, 
And to the contrite, ſtrength, and powers lends, 
Each virtue touches, for prepared hearts 
Stand open to receive what he imparts : 
Then ev'ry foul, that's warmed with his fire, 1 
With grateful notes to heaven will aſpire; | 
And in unutterable fighs——expreſs deſire. 
As when the ſun his light and heat diſplays, - 
Some are refreſh'd and warmed by its rays; 
. While others, fonder of the darker night, 
To that awake—— but ſleep away the light. 
From this ſad darkneſs O deliver me, | 
T hat I. the light of God may clearly ſee, 
That I may taſte that grace for which I long: 
And to obtain it thus employ my tongue. 
O who will give unto my thirſty ſoul 
Refreſhing waters from Bethlehem's pool? 
W herewith ſhall I appear before my God, 
Or bow my ſelf in his moſt blef'd abode? 
Shall I ten thouſand lambs bring to atone, 
Or for my ſins preſent my firſt-born ſon ? 
Shall I from ſtall a well-fed bullock take; 
--Or from the fold a kid an offering make ? 
Can hecatombs of Beaſts from Jacob's hills 
Appeaſe my God, atone, amend my ills ? 
O no! 1⁊— * 
No heathen ſacrifice, or Fewifh rite, 
Are now' acceptable before his light ; 
For he expreſly has. declar d the good 
Which he eſteems before ſuch ſeas of blood: 
A juſt and humble heart, with meek deſires, 
Is what the God of peace and love requires; 
For juſtice, mercy, and humility, 
Do with his holy nature beſt agree. 
O my God, enable me to bring, 
IE A heart like that's a valuable thing: 


eee gt 
O make mine ſo, and do not me deſpiſe, 

But make my heart a willing facrifice. 

I come to thee, to purify my ſtains, 

And beg thou wilt prove my eternal gains: 

O waſh me in thy blood] thou lamb of God 
And then within me take up thine abode: 

I ſee, alas! experience me has ſhown, 

That ſwift as time, have earthly comforts flown. 
But ah! by faith, what treaſures do I ſee? 
What conſolations are there hid in thee? _ | 
Let them deſcend to eaſe, refreſh, and comfort 
Thy merits, Lord, moſt excellent appear; (me. 
Their value makes em truly worth my care. 

O turn to me that kind forgiving face, 

And make my hopes of pardon to increaſe, - 
They will enrich: thoſe ſouls that bankrupts be, 
By them we are reſtor'd, my God, to thee : 


They will procure us heav” if 1. bleſt abode ; 3 Wy 


Give me a title to them, here O God! 


Thou ſheweſt me what my tranſgreſſions are; 

O ſhine upon me, ſcatter them afar. 

Let me now feel thy comfortable beams, 
Which burn not, ſcorch not, are refreſhing ſtreams; 
They ſanctify, they poliſh, and adorn, 
Nouriſh as milk does infants newly born. | 
Of man's perfections ſoon we ſee an end, ! 


My deareſt Jesus, brighteſt morning ſtar, ? 


And find they do on vanity attend ; 

But beyond time, thy merits, Lord, extend: } 
They make death lubject, and his pow r ſubdue ; 
They conquer hell, man's inbred” paffions too: 
They 'nlarge the borders of thy vaſt abode ; 

By them thou art become man's friend, O God. 
How have I doated on this empty bubble, 7 
This world of vanity, this ſcene of trouble! 


F 2 Whol 
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Whoſe faireſt beauties are deformity, 
When they, ſweet JIEsu, are compar'd with thee. 
Thou art perfection, fountain of all joys ; 
Thou never wanteſt water, never 210 3 © 
- Thou giveſt thirft, and to that thirſt fupplies. 
O how much better! is it to be here, | 
Where thou thy ſeat haſt choſe, or dwellings are, 
Than in the proudeſt monarch's court of ſtate } 
I'd rather chooſe the threſhold of th = Y 
For in thy courts one day is better far, 

Than in another place a thouſand are: 

One hour here, which is devoutly ſpent, 
Gives ſolid joy, yields real, true content ; 
Here God d bend here to his creatures bows, 
Converſes with them, and much grace allows: 
The Lord of Lords, the great imperial Son, 
Does ſuch a worm as man a brother own, 
How different are thy ways, O God, to ours? { 
We ſhun a Lazarus, if full of ſores; 
And againſt poverty we ſhut our doors. 
But thou receiv'ſt the poor, the humble foul, 
That knows her poverty, and makes her whole, 
How lovely's the Redeemer of mankind | 
How beautiful to a returning mind? 
Therefore the virgins love thee, call thee friend, 
And with glad zeal devoutly here attend ; 
They know a greater love could not be own, 

| Than thus becoming for them an atone. 
| Cov'd their be greater ſigns of charity, 
Than freely giving up thy ſelf to die? 
What miracles of mercies theſe a _” 
O what a token of thy love was here! 
Then, Lord, I come, fort at thy footſtool bow, 
My humble ſoul before thee proſtrates low: 
I come to thee with an intenſe deſire, 

To do what e'er thou doſt of me require: 3 
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What 1 have done amiſs, O God, forgive; 

Speak to my ſoul, and ay, Je lire: 

Great gate of mercy open unto me, | . 
Oh hide me from offended majeſt y, 3 

And let me enter into covenant. with ches k ] 

'Tis this I ask, this favour to me grant. 

For after this my frighted ſoul does pant: N 

Once more, my God, on terms be reconcil'd 

Thou ſtill my father art, I fill thy child. 

Do not in anger theſe my crimes ſurvey, 1 

But let thy love its ſaving health diſplay, | ; 

And to my foul thro' theſe thy gifts convey, 

For this, before my God I bow my knees, 

Tho' I have nothing of my own to pleaſe; 

Yet here I come, come Jesus Lord to thee, 

Who gave thyſelf up on the croſs for me; c 

Oh give it now again my food to be. 

Ennoble me this gift for to receive, we 

Whoſe greatneſs worthy is for God to give. 

O Light of life, with thy celeſtial fires, 

| Raiſe in my ſoul ſuch humble pure deſires, . 

As thou my God, and ſuch a feaſt requires: 

Take from thine altar then a burning coal, 

To melt my frozen, my benumbed ſoul ; 

Let it unglew my heart from this vain earth,, 

And raiſe within me a religious mirth ;. 

Let it conſume away all droſs and tin, 

That nothing but pure gold remains therein; 

Let love to thee, and thy commands prevail, 

And then ſalute thy fervant with, All hail! 

Oh change my heart,. oh rule this will of munez. 

Furn all my faculties, and make em thine- 


H. 
F now muſt join with all Chriſt's members here, 
Who come to-congregate in ſolemn pray'r,, 


AY F 3 Muſt 


. 
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Muſt put in my perfume t increaſe the fmoak, 
And, as one voice united, God invoke. 
For all the univerſal church we pray, 

For princes that her ſolemn ſcepters ſway ; ; 
For thoſe that wait at, and his altars grace, 

To miniſter, attend that holy place; 

For all conditions, all eſtates of men, 

That conſolations may abound in them: 

All here adore, all on their knees confeſs, 

That God is good, tho? men his laws ; tranſgreſs, 

W hoſe pardon we implore, and beg to be 


Pirtakers of this love, this charit 7). 


How much forſaken, and how far was driven 
From Eder's pleaſant ſhades, the coaſt of heav*n 
Till God, he God of love, did pity ſhew, 

And then in Adam's loins did me renew. 


Lo, here I come to great Betheſda's pool, 


That God may touch my ſick, my lepr' ous ſoul : 


. O ſtir theſe waters, that I heal'd may be 


Of my diſtempers, weak infirmity. 
Look down, O Lord, upon my wanting ſoul ; 
Thou art my great phyſician, make me whole. 


IV: 

1 alſo muſt reſiſt all worldly cares, 
And leave at home my family affairs; 
Like Lepers they muſt ſtand afar from me, 
When I approach the throne of majeſty : 

I muſt with Mary chooſe the better part, 
Let Martha's re not diſturb my heart: 


IM 2 | 1 
A POEM.- 38 | 
The thoughts of merchandize I muſt abhor, i 
*Cept this great pearl of price I traffick for; IT 
No other bargain covenants think on, 2 f | 
But what with Ggd is making, now begun. ii 


— 


| 
I muſt not now torment my mind with th* thought | 
How ſuch a trade was gain'd, or purchaſe bought; | 
But muſt refle& on God's abundant care, % 1 

Who made me, with his ſon, alike co-heir. | 
And when a ſenſual thought diſturbs my breaſt, 


Bid it depart, for there it muſt not reſt. 


FFF 


Spiritual Refletgions on the Breaking of 1he | 
1 wi Bread. = 1 
| 


Ehold, my ſoul, what myſteries are here ! 
What wonders in theſe elements appear! 
The bread here broken repreſents to thee 


Thy Saviour's paſſion, bitter agony : 


How was that facred fleſh in pieces tore, 9 
And his unſpotted body rackt all o' er 
In vain we do his murtherers aecuſe, | 
In vain we fix the blame on cruel Jews. ; 
Oh my ſins! you did this barbarous act, 1} 
The Jeu were but external in the fact. 8 | 
Oh mon{'rous fins! O crimes to be abhorr'd ! 
Which caus'd ſuch ſuff rings to my deareſt Lord: i 
His ſacred head by you with thorns was erown'd, | 
By you his bleſſed fide receiv'd that wound: 
You were his murtherers, by you he dy'd, f 


-*T was you the bleſſed Jzsv crucify d. 


\ SI 


Thuy contrite ſpirit bind, and make thee whole: 


PR Hornzcr' s Fire of the Altar: 


Break, break my heart, and flow with tears myy 
And that will be a pleaſing ſacrifice; ſeyes, |: 
Which he, that thus was broken, never will e- 
. deſpiſe ; ] 
Nay, be will comfort. * afflicted ſoul, 


He in thy wounds his wine and oyl will pour, 
His Death will heal, that you ſhall ſigh no more. 
Behold, my foul, the broken bread, and fee 
The great, the wond” rous, awful myſtery. 

Here does thy Fesv, to the ſenſes ſhew | 

His dear, amazing,'dying love for you... 

This of his body the communion is, 

To ſhew that he is ours, we are his, 

And make up that great body myſtical, 

And he the great ſupream, the head of all, 
Who by his ſpir't the body influences, 
And from his fulneſs grace for grace diſpenſes. 
Rejoice then, O my ſoul, be not afraid, 

The waves and bfllows of God's wrath are laid; 
His ſtorm of vengeance now is huſh'd and gone, 
His thunder's o'er,. his. favour coming. on. 

Thy broken Saviour ceas'd the warltke ſound, 
And man again, by God. with peace is crown'd ; 
O break this peace no more, but. ſtill preſerve: 
His friendſhip, and thy deareſt Saviour ſerve. 

TT” abuſe ſuch love don't entertain a. thought, 
Nor grieve thy Lord, who thee fo dearly bought; 
Thou art his friend, ſee that thou fo remain, 
For fear. be. never be — friend. again. 
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Refieftions on 156 pouring out of the Holy 


ile, 


Hus, O my ſoul, thus flow'd the FR 


Of the tormented. JesUs, for thy good; 
In ſtreams it. guſhed from his wounded ſide, 
with a ſpear they did his veins divide. 
Thus the rich veins the coſtly juice let out 
To take away thy fins, to purge thy draught: 
And O my ſoul, why wilt thou not be clean, 
When God has made his blood the uſeful mean 
To purify thee from thy dirt and filth ? | 
O why wilt thou neglect ſuch ſaving health ? 
This would be inexcuſable in the; 
Ariſe, in Jordan waſh, and cleanſed be. 
O think, my ſoul, if this had not been ſpilt, 
There had been no remiſſion of our guilt ; 
For from the ſhedding of this blood do we 
Date both our pardon and tranquillity. 

When God the Father ſaw his holy Vn 
For guilty man a ſacrifice become, 
He then beheld him with a pleaſing look, 
And from his creatures his diſpleaſure took. 
How ſweet is this ineſtimable blood, 
That ever pleads for man's eternal good! 
It's value high, becauſe it has redeem'd 
A world of ſinners ; let it be-eſteem'd. 

How wholeſome is it, fince it can expel 


T hoſe inbred luſts that in the heart do dwell! 
What 


% 


58 HorNnecKk's Fire of the Altar: 
What pity was it any ſhould be ſpilt, | 
Or fall upon that ground where ſin had dwelt ! _ 
*T was fit by angels hands t' have been receiv'd, 
But earth -was curs'd, and- it muſt be reliev'd : 
Thus God in love has this expedient found 

To hallow once again the unhallow'd ground. 
O precious blood | drop, drop upon my foul ; 
O let its healing virtue make me whole; 
Drive out the curſe, water my barren ground, , 
Lop off the thorns, let pleaſant fruits abound. 


- VI. 
Ejaculations while ſtanding at the Altar. 


An 44 of HUMILITY. 


I Come, O Lord, thy mercy to adore, 
My own defective wretched ftate deplore; 
I come to thee, and at thy footſtool bow, 
Lord, I no merit plead, yet grace allow; 
And with amazement view thy wond”rous love, 
That at thy board thou ſhould'ſt ſuch gueſts ap- 


I am not worthy to approach thee here, [prove. 
My {ſins create in me a cautious fear; 


If thou doſt mark what we have done amiſs, 
Lord who's the perſon then that worthy is? 


| An Aer of FAT r n. 25 

But oh! behold me in thy holy Son, | 

Look on me only for his ſake alone, 5 
And through the merits of his great atone: 


eee 


( 
] 
? 
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O hear the cry of his moſt preciqus blood ; 
In my forgiveneſs be it underſtood : -; 
Let it not ſpeak, not ſpeak as Mels did, 

And call for veng' ance on my guilty head, 
But by his agony, his bloody ſweat, 
His holy life and death, his paſſion great 

By all he ſuffer'd on the ſacred tree, 
O fave my ſoul, good God deliver me! N 
O lamb of God, unſpotted ſacrifice! 4 
To thee I look, O do not me deſpiſe; 
Grant me thy peace, which only thou canſt give, 
Peace with my God, and in his peace to live. A 
In mercy ſpeak, ſpeak, Lamb of God, to me 
O fay, My ſon, thy ſins forgiven be. 
For'me unto thy Father intercede, 
And let thy merits for a {inner plead ; 
Give me a ſhelter in thy wounded fide, 
*Till my offended God is pacify'd, 
O ſpir't of grace! inimitable light 

My heart deſires thee, my ſoul's delight! 
Be preſent with me; O come, enter in, 
Thou only giveſt liberty from fin. 
O warm my heart with thy celeſtial fire, 
My willing foul with love and zeal inſpizg, 

Let me rejoice in thee ; O ſanctify 
This veſſel, empty 't of its yanity, - - 
And fill it with thy ſweet refreſhing grace 
And in my breaſt take up thy reſting place, 


6o HorntcK'sFire of the Altar: 
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ben I receive the boly Bread, my Mind 
muſt vent it ſe in ſome ſuch holy 
Breatbings as theſe: - 


GO, this ſacred bread brings to m _ 
How the unſpotted Lamb his life r 
How he was offer'd an atone for me * 4 


To reconeile my ſinful ſoul to thee, 
And from the guilt and pow'rs of fin to ſet 
[man free. 
In doing this, * is my chiefeſt good, 
My ſoul is ſatisfied with ſuch food. 
My God, my Saviour, I take thee here 
My Lord and King, my Maſter, whom III fear. 
8 good ſpirit take in me abode 

e my heart; thy foes diſperſe abroad, [ 

Th hat I may 1 ak ſerve Fehovah as my God, 

Who loved me. O love beyond degree! 
Th offended dy'd to ſet th* offender free! + 
And here I dedicate my life, my ſoul, to thee, 
Or, 

MY Jzsv, my life, my comforter ! 

| Thou dy'ſt that I may live for evermore ! 

Lord, I believe, and thee my God adore. 
As this ſhall mingle with my ſubſtance now, 
So let my ſoul to thee ſubjection owe; 
Let thy good ſpirit make me truly thine, 
80 ſhall thy will, O God, be always mine, 


VIII. IWhen 
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| TIT 


VIII. 


When 1 receive the Holy Wine, my T ung bt. 
muſt ſtill be at work, and addreſs them 
ſelves te God in Chriſt JESUS, ſome 
ſuch way as this : ee is 


Either, 

"Bleſſed balſam to a wounded heart 

Welcome, thou ſovereign falve! to me impart 
Thy healing virtues ; them will I apply i *1\ 
To heal my wounds: O help me, or I die! 
Waſh me, O Lord, and make me white as ſnow ; 
Give me the power of thy croſs to know. 
Tho' I've deſerv'd a cup of thy diſpleaſure, 
Yet thou haſt fill'd it with ſalvation's treaſure. 
I will remeniber who to me's thus kind, 
Will love bim, and bis ſtatutes keep in mind. 


| Or, 

O ＋ f HO, wo art the ſhepherd of my ſoul, 

I bluſh to think my fins have been fo foul, 
To cauſe thee thus thy facred blood to ſpill, 
In order to atone for ſo much ill. 
Thou, Lord, haſt turn'd my darkneſs into NO 
By contradictions thou haſt cur'd my ſpir't: 
That blood my ſins have cauſed thee ſpill, 
Thy goodneſs makes my only refuge {till : 
O look upon thy wounds, and hide me there, 
In thy kind interceſſions let me ſhare, 
I know not how enough this love to prize; 
O teach me to do that that may ſuffice: 
Let me conform unto thy facred will, 
My croſſes bear, and Fo to follow {till, 
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5 CAN To IV. 


es : 1 
Of the Particulars to be obſerved after 
we have been at the Lord's Table, 


CoNnsCIENCE. 
A” D is this all you muſt obſerve or do:? 


CHRISTIAN. 

O no, I muſt again my praiſe renew; 

Devoutly to my God I muſt repair, 

And bleſs his name for my admittance there : 
Sweet anthems muſt employ my heart and voice, 
And with his multitude of ſaints rejoice : 

My tongue muſt now his righteous acts proelaim, 
Who ſent his Son to ſave loſt man from ſhame, 
Then ſummons all your thoughts to enter in, 
And let your meditation thus begin. 

Whence is it, that Jehovah, king of kings, 

Wh hoſe penetrating wiſdom knows all things, 
Before whoſe the heavens are not pure, 

Nor even angels, that his pow'r revere; 

That he ſhould condeſcend to viſit me, 

Vile duft and aſhes, fin and miſery, { 
Only to help my inability ? _ | | 
O my JEsu, to whom doſt thou thus bow ? + 
Or what's the creature that thou ſtoopeſt to? 

A den of thieves, an habitation where 
Diſhonour dwells, and many vipers are 


To pleaſe a murtherer —— what, han't I dune | ? 


Are 4 we call the laws of fleſh and blood ! 


4 POEM. 


Where pride, ambition, avarice reſide ; 

And where too oft uncleanneſs does abide. 

How often haſt thou cleans'd my heart, O C.., 
To take in it, thy reſidence, abode ? | 

How often have I promis'd to remove 

And put far from me, what thou canſt not love ? 
But, ah] my frail, my weak, inconſtant heart 
Still falls a prey to, hugs the poiſon'd dart, 

Ist poſſible that God wilLdwell again 

Within that houſe which ſin did entertain ? 

Is't poſſible that he will come to feaſt, 

Or ſup with his unprofitable gueſt ? - 

O yes, my Soul, *tis poſſible, tis done; 

Thine eyes have ſeen the mighty work begun 

T his day in mercy he eee thee 

To eat and drink with royal majeſty: 

This day did he vouchſafe to lend an ear | 
To thy complaints, and heard thy mournful pray FF . 
This day hath he been pleas d With thee to ſit, | 

Tho? thou haſt been ſo vile, thy ſins ſo great. 7 FAR 
O God! I own I have abuſed. thee, 55 1 
Deſpis'd that love which has preſerved me, . 


O horrid fact! help'd crucify thy Son. 

My ſins have made thoſe hg. to bleed afreſh, 
In which my hopes. were I ſhould find redreſs. 
O how my fleſh hath drawn, my fetter'd ſoul 
To baffle, when thy laws my will controul ! 
How truly bad, and yet how ſeeming good, 


We plead neceſſity for what we do, 
And give our vices names of frailties too: 

By theſe falſe reaſonings do we deceive 
Our better part, while thus in fin we live; 


G 2. | But 
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But that which ought me to repentance move, 
Thy goodneſs, patience, long-ſuff*ring, love, 1 
I unaccountably neglect, do not improve. 
Lord, what was it that fo attracted thee ? 
What could'ſt thou inus wretched mortals ſee, : 
To leave thy bleſt abode, and dwell with miſery ? 
O JEsV! — | 
Water my ſoul with thy moſt holy tears, 

That virtues may ſpring up inſtead of tares; _ 
And let thoſe griefs, thoſe ſorrows thou halt felt, 
My ſtony heart into contrition melt: | 

Let ev'ry ſcourge, or {tripe thou didſt receive, » 

So touch till I reſolve my fins to leave: 

Make thy deriſions my ſupport, my ſtay, - 

T hat no adverſity may me diſmay. 5 

And as thou didſt for us thoſe ſorrows bear, 

So of their great advantage let us ſhare. + 

Reign thou as king over my better part, 

And let thy ſpirit dictate to my heart; 

That that may ever take delight in thee, 

That thou may*ſt never leave, or turn from me. 

What thou haſt done are bonds upon my foul ; 

They bind me faſt thee never to controul. 

Let me not look on things as they appear, 

But think what their intrinſick value are. 

What is this world, or any thing therein? 

What are the pleaſures of deceitful ſin? 
What are the riches we'ſo much admire ? 

Or what that charms our vehement deſire? 

Can they relieve the gout, or aching head Ef 

Or give us hopes upon a dying © AARP 

Can they procure'to'us pur peace with God ?> ' 

Or waft us up to his moſt bleſs'd abode ? © 

O no, their beauties are deformity, 9 

When with my J Esu they tt: be : 
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He only? 8 mine, in him my ſoul exiſts ; 


In him alone my happineſs conſiſta: 


He feeds among = lillies, pure's his way; 

His beauteous paths out - ſhine the perfect day. 

O that thou waſt more lovely to my ſoul, | 
That thou might' govern, more my will controull! f 
Thou real honour to my better part, 

How pleaſing is thy preſence to my heart ! 

'Fhou knoweſt what my great deſires be, 

Lake from thy ſervant what diſpleaſes thee ; $: 

Give me a calm, a meek, a quiet mind ; 

A heart that can at all times be reſign'd ; 

A heart obedient to thy ſacred will; 

A heart in which my God can chooſe to dwell 5; 
A tender, melting, ſympathizing ſoul, 

That wou'd relieve, my neighbour's  griefs condole; 
A diſintangled heart, at liberty 

(An heart of fleſh) to love thee perfectly. 

To magnify the Lord, my God to praiſe, \ 
My grateful ſoul her utmoſt pow'rs ſhall raiſe : 
With private friends, and in the num'rous throng, . 
Of purer ſaints, his praiſe ſhall be my ſong. 


His mighty works for greatneſs are renown's : 


Tho? wond'rous, yet with greateſt eaſe are found 
By thoſe who diligently ſeek aright, 

And in. the pious ſearch take a delight. 

His matchleſs works are all of matchleſs fame, 
And alſo univerſal glory claim : _. 

His truth confirm'd thro' many ages paſt, 

Shall to eternal ages ever laſt. 

By precept he his people has enjoin'd 

To keep his memorable works in mind, 

That to poſterity they ſhou'd record, 

That good, compaſſionately good's the Lord. 
His flowing bounty, like a ſpringing tide, 
Hath * his needy * wants ſupply'd ; 


3 And 
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And he, the God of truth, will keep in min 
His holy cov'nant, with our fathers ſign'd. 
At once aſtoniſt d, at the ſight o 'erjoy'd, 3 
His people ſaw his matchleſs pow'r employ'd, 
Whereby the heathen people were diſtreſs'd , 
And we were of their heritage poſſeſs'd. 

Juſt are the dealings of his holy bands, 
Immutable for ever his commands ; 

By truth and equity they are ſuſtain'd, 

And for eternal rules to us ordain'd. 

He ſet his fetter d faints from bondage free, 
With them eſtabliſhed his firm decree, 

For ever to endure, remain the ſame: 

Holy and reverend is his great name. 

He takes the poor and needy from their cell, 
Advancing them to courts where princes dwell. 
O then adore, extol his matchleſs fame, 

And in his houſe, ye ſervants, bleſs his name. 


II. 
I muſt for all the congregation pray 
(That did communicate with me this day) 
That God wou'd feed them with his holy word, 
And cleanſe them by th* effufion of his blood; 
'Fhat they may not receive his grace in vain,  -, 
But keep that promiſe they*ve renew'd again. 
And under JESUS manfully to ſtrive, 
And keep thoſe holy purpoſes alive, ; 
That Chriſt may reign in them A ts 
And govern'd by his Spirit they may be; 
That from it's mighty influence may ſpring © | 
The ſpirit of love, joy, long-ſuffering, 
Peace, goodneſs, faith, and gentleneſs of mind,” 
The fruit of temperance, with meeknefs join F. 
That they, who love the ſacred name of Crit, 
May be partakers of this Euchariſt, 


That 
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That ev ry member may come ſuitably , 
Like perſons who ſeem ſenſible to be 
How great's that fayour, and how large that love, 
Which they have now been made partakers of, 


III. 
J muſt be thankful for this honour done, 

The kindneſs as a great preferment own, 
That God ſhou'd at his table give me place, 
Admit me (tho* unworthy of fuch grace) 
Among his children, who partakers are 
Of all his promiſes confirmed there; 
That he ſhou'd take me in his loving arms, 
Whoſe mighty ſtrength my wonted foes diſarms, 
And by his ſpirit entertain me there, 
And gives me, of the tree of lite a ſhare. 
The words of David here may I apply, 
And taught by him adore the Lord moſt high; 
With his falvation crown'd, in him rejoice, 
And unto heav*n raiſe my chearful voice; 
What e'er my lips requeſted he did grant, 
With his acceptance bleſt with what I want. 
His wonted goodneſs, and his tender care, 
Have all my hopes out-gone, out ſtrip'd 'em far: 
I asked life, and life my pray'rs attend, 
A length of days that never ſhall have end: 
My glory is in his falvation wrought, 
That happineſs employs my wond' ring thought ;. 

Thoſe mighty bleffings do my joy increaſe, | 
While God unclouded ſhews his brighter face; 
Secure on him my ſoul for aid relies, 
His Mercy ſtill fapports, my wants ſupplies, 
And when my ſubtil foes deſign me harm, 
His mighty grace, his out ſtretch'd mighty am, 
EY me han from their Eu * * 

AS! We 
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Thus, Lord, to me thy wondrous ſtrength diſcloſe, 
Whilſt I to thee glad ſongs of praiſe ompoſe. 


I muſt, when I'm at home, ſtill praiſe the Lord, 


His raiſe | is comely to declare abroad ; 

The upright ſhou'd their joyful voiſes raiſe; 

It well becomes them to ſound forth his praiſe, . 
Thus did the cripple, when he healed was; 

But, ah my ſoul! thou haſt the greater cauſe, _ 
For God has heal'd thee, he thy. fins forgives: 
And from eternal death thy life retrieves, 

After a ling'ring ſickneſs makes thee ſound, 
And has thee with his grace and mercy crown'd: 
And ſhall not thou, my ſoul, with grateful love, 
Of ſuch a favour ever thankful prove? 

Shall not my heart him magnify and pleſs? 
Shall not my tongue thoſe grateful thanks expreſs ? 
I will adore and bleſs my God and king, 

His endleſs praiſe the tribute that I'll bring; 
No day ſhall paſs, or morning ſlide away, 

Till unto him I do ſuch duty pay; 

And when the evening approaches nigh, 

My praiſes ſhall aſcend the heavens high. 

O come, ye ſervants that attend my God, 

Come all that viſit in his bleſt abode: 

O come all ye; attend with heedful care, 
Whilſt I, what God hath done-for me, declare. 


His goodneſs hath remov'd my ſins away, 


! 
* 


His love hath overcome and bears the ſway, ©. . 


And to my ſoul doth needful grace convey. 
Had not the Lord been pleas'd to interpoſe, 


My cauſe eſpous'd, when ſin againſt me roſe; i 


When all my paſſions rag'd without controul, 
Their mighty floods had overwhelm'd my foul. 


But prais'd be him, Who reſcu'd me that day, 


Nor to their ſavage jaws gave up the prey; 
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My ſoul has like a bird eſcap'd the net, | 
Their hopes are croſs'd, and I'm at freedom ſet ; 
Securè in God, my confidence remains, 
Who both in beav 'n and earth ſole monarch reigns. 


| Ted " OP BY 

Be'ng thus made whole, fin wilfully no more, 
Avoid it to the utmoſt of your pow'r ; 
Take heed (you're waſh'd) do not your ſelf defile, 
But ſhun-th* occaſion; ſhun the tempting wile. 
I muſt beicautious, and afraid of ill, 
Muſt lay reſtraints on th motions of. my willy 
When ſinful thoughts within my breaſt ſhall 
And prompt defire to acts of finful love, [I move, 
Tis then that I muſt act, my faith employ, 
And in it's infancy the fin deſtroy ; 
Bid then adieu to unbelief, to fin, 
Or any: baſe accomplices therein, 
Adieu to all miſtruſt of Legs = 
Or any ſecret thought of diffidence; 
Depend on God, and him alone obey, 
And in temptation he will be thy ſtay. 


VI. 

I muſt-my actions frequently compare, 
And ſee if they agreeable appear 
To thoſe my folemn vows which 1 did make, 
When of the Sacrament I did partake ; 
Each day I ſhou'd my ſelf examine how 
I'm over aw*d by my laſt ſolemn vow. 
If hatred to a ſinful act increaſe, - 
Ad virtue finds within my heart a place; 
Can I a maſter of my paſſions be, 
When they to ſin have a propenſity ? 
Can I thoſe great diſorders then appeaſe - * 
With ſuch reflecting holy thoughts as'theſe ? , 

| S 


70 HoRNECK's Fire of the Altar: 
Is this th' effect of thy late ſolemn vow ? 
Is this t' oppoſe, or fight thy maſter's foe ? 
Is*t poſſible that his dear precious blood 
Cannot reſtrain, perſuade thee to this good? 
Fooliſh creature ! ſhall tranſitory pleaſure, 
Deprive thee of thy everlaſting treaſure ? 
Art thou not tied by thy ſolemn vo- -W- 
To his obedience? and yet ſtill can you 
By diſobedience ſo his ſpirit grieve, . 
When nothing but his blood cou'd you relieve ? 
Can you preſume, are you not well aſſur d 
A pardon's not fo eaſily procur d? 
Conſider what thy Loo and maſter did, 
And for what end his precious blood he ſhed ; 3 
Was it that thou a ſinner ſtill might'ſt be, 
Or to releaſe thee from that ſlavery ?: 
Let ſuch reflections on thy maſter's death, 


Weaken thy paſſions, but excite thy faith; by | 


Let it depreſs thy love to any fin, ''. - 
And let thy ſoul take a delight therein ; "i 
Each day obſerve how 'tis thy graces thrive, 
Let no weeds grow, or with thy virtues; live. 


VII. 

I muft now learn, and practice ſelf-denial, 
In things that lawful are, begin the trial; 
In meat and drink, in cloaths be moderate, 
In eaſe and ſleep, in things that recreate, 

In ev'ry action a decorum have, 

Be not too nice, or proud, nor yet too grave. 
Take heed you do not often eat too free, 
Nor after meals to drink inſatiately; 

But now and then chooſe a religious faſt, 


And ſometimes what you like, refuſe to-taſte; . 


To bend the will, and that to mortify, 
That fo it may to ev'ry good comply. 


i 


11 
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If am rich, I muſt not be profuſe, tf 
But give that ſurplus to ſome pious uſe. 
A needy neighbour, or a former friend, 
Never forget, but ſomething give or lend; 
Conſider God is a wiſe architect; 
Who made the world, and does the ſame direct. 
Why has he made me rich, another poor? 
Why this but little wiſdom, that the more? 
Why has he made one ſtrong, another weak ? 
Why this a better orator to ſpeak ? 
T' expreſs his wiſdom, and cement our love, 
T hat reciprocal kindneſs might improve. 
Like a compacted building made complete, 
The rich and poor do here together meet; 
The husbandman, alloted to his toil, 
To till and cultivate the barren ſoil, 
Commencing with the ſun, ſecurely goes, 
With him returns unto his night's repoſe ; 
Whilſt the rich man religiouſly enjoys 
What heaven gave, and to his praiſe emplo 
His greater affluence to help the poor, RY 
And to the helpleſs forth ſome ſuccours pour; 
How various, Lord, to us thy works are found ! 
The fertil earth is with thy treaſure crown'd, 
For which we ought thy wiſdom to adore, 
Since nature's hand is full, can graſp no more, 
If (as a youth) I might a youth adviſe, 
Pd teach him firſt his tender years to prize, 
To ſpend 'em in an early piety, 
T” obſerve and keep to ftri ſobriety ; 
If you and JI be merry, let's be wiſe, 
Keep innocent, unſullied virtue prize. 
Our tender years our weakneſſes expoſe; 
Our paſſions lie as open to our foes : 
Unguarded, virtue too too ſoon complys, 
And then to vice becomes a ſacrifice ; 


By. 
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By being unacquainted with the world, 

Like balls we're toſſed, till at length we're fool'd; 
Buoy'd up, by one, deceived by another, 
Perhaps debauch'd by a friend or brother; 
With them we drink, and then too oft comply 
With this friend's une, that's debauchery; 
O who is ſafe, or rather who is true, 

When friends thus ſtrive each other to undo | 
Let you and [ be always on our guard, 

For virtue brings with it it's own reward. 

He is my friend who ſcorns a baſe pretence 

'Fo trap, or ſtrip, my tender innocence : 
Therefore avoid, read not a ſmutty play, 


No revellings frequent by night or day, 


But be ſtill circumſpect, your actions try, 
Live all the day as thou wouldſt with to die: 
Let you and I redeem the time we've ſpent, 
By being watchful, double diligent; 

To holy virtues always well inclin'd, 

And to that end retain a ſober mind ; 

Let us our youthful paſſions mortify, 

And all thoſe faults that do in ſecret lie, 


Known only to our ſelves, and God's all-ſceing 


4 | [eye. 
As to our neighbour, let our cenſure be 
From envy, hatred, and from malice free, | 
And think the beſt, where we no eyil ſee; 
This will redound much to our future fame, 
At preſent ſhelter us from ſecret ſhame; 
'Twill make us like unto our chiefeſt good, 
Who knew the weakneſſes of fleſh and blood, 


03 o 
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"COANTSE . 
AT bankſgiving after Receiving, for publick 
and private Mercies. 
\ , T Hat worthy thanks can I return to thee, 
O holy, bleſſed, glorious Trinity, 
For all theſe W I have receiv'd, 
Since thou from fin and death, my life retriev'd? 
Awake, my outwarc and my inward man, 
To ſing his praiſe, whom all thy thoughts caf ſcan; 
As at the firſt the morning ſtars did ſing 
With {}Suts of joy to the almighty king ; 
W hen he the ce earth's valt pillars laid, 
And by his power her foundations ſtaid. 
Oh hence is it, that thou my Lord, my God, 
Sbhoud'ſt condeſcend to viſit my abode ; 
Whence is it, that ſo poor a wretch as me, 
Shou'd of thy mercies a partaker be ? 
Thou haſt me with thy loving kindneſs crown'd, 
And at thy table I've reception found 
TT hoſe ſtreams of love this day have water'd me, 
That flow from paradiſe's living tree; 
Tho' I deſerved to have been abhor'd, 
Yet God has fed me at his holy board. 
W hat honour's this that is confer'd on me, 
That all my fins ſhou'd now forgiven be 
Let gratitude enkindle in my breaſt 
A love, whoſe fire will not let me reſt, 


Till I've addreſs'd and prais'd that mighty love, 
Whe towards me did ſuch compaſſion move. 


Who 
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Who wou'd not praiſe thee, if they cou'd 7 
The pompous ſtate that I have ſeen this day? 
The Father has embrac'd me in his arms, 
The Son with bleſſings powerfully charms ; 
The Holy Spir't deſcended from above, 

T' aſſure me of ſuch great, conſumate love; 
O haly, boly, holy God and Lord! _ 
T' embrace a creature that might be abhor'd : 
What condeſcenſion's this ! to ſtoop fo low, 
And to ſo vile a ſinner thus to bowi 1 
How have I wallowed in dirt and mire, 
To frequent ſinning had propenſe deſire! 
Yet ſtill. my God abounds in tender love, 
And {till his waken'd wrath doth ſſowly move; 
Tho? I've deſerv d to taſte of his diſpleaſure, 
He giveth me the bread of life, a treaſure, 
Altho' a cup of trembling's my. deſerts, 
Yet he a kinder cup to me imparts. 
O my ſoul! adore, and thank thy God, 
This work of his declare and tell abroad; 
Tell, that his mighty hand alone can fave, 
Tell, that he mercy had, and fill will have: 
He's bountiful to Adam's race that fell, 
And gives them water from ſalvation's well, 
Even from J Esus, who was crucify'd, 
In whom we take our reſt, in whom confide ; 
In him returning prodigals may reſt, 
And on his merits moſt divinely feaſt. 
O honour ! dignity ! compaſſion ! love! 
1 Which the redeemed of the Lord ſpake of 
17 Ev'n they, whom he from bands of foes releas d, 
And brought them back from north, ſouth, weſt, 

[and caſt, 

'T hro' lonely deſert ways his people went, 

Till they were quite with thirſt and hunger 154 


Nor could they place, or peopled city find, 

Fatigu'd in ſearch; their fainting ſouls were pin'd; 

Then ſoon to God, to his indulgent ear fo 

Did they addreſs their cry, their mournful pray'r, 

Who ſaw their troubles, and their griefs redrefs'd, 

And freed his people when they were diſtreſs'd: | 

From deſert crooked paths he led them forth, | 

To towns well peopled and of great reſort ; 

And in the certain way he was their guide, 

To bring them where their wants were well 18. 
e ply'd. 

Oh then that all the earth wou'd God but praiſe! 

Who thro” the wond'ring world his works diſplays. 

Then to his ſacred temple PII repair 

To thank and praiſe my great deliv*rer there. 

Within thoſe gates of his abode P1! preſs, 

And there his moſt adored name will bleſs. 

The ſtone whieh once the builders have refus'd, 

Is now the corner ſtone, and only us'd; 

This is the work, the wondrous work of God, 

And very worthy to be told abroad. 

If I forget my Jesv, or forbear 

To chant his praiſes with a chearful air ; 

Then let eternal filence ſeize my tongue, 

If I. refuſe my great deliv'rer's ſong. 

He has regarded all-my fighs and tears, 

Has taken notice of my plaints and pray'rs; 

Whate'er my lips requeſted, he did grant, 

With his acceptance, bleſt with what I want 

Within God's houſe and at his altar there, 

My ſoul has poured out her humble pray'r; 

There with his royal dainties was ſhe fed, 

And made partaker of his holy bread. 

From Bethlem's pool refreſhing water I 

By faith have drawn, my thirſt for to ſupply :- 

| H 2 Thee 
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The deareſt purchaſe of my Saviour's love, 
I now have been a great partaker of; 
His peace, his pardon, with a right to have 
. "Thoſe many bleſſings he by promiſe gave, 
With the affiſtances of his good ſpirit, 
Ev'en all that grace and favour he did merit, 
This is the food thoſe ſymbols repreſent, 
'T his only gives the Chriſtian man content ; 
This is his glory, this his greateſt boaſt, 
That Jxsus feeds him with the Holy Ghoſt ; 
By this bleſt food it is my ſpirit lives, 
This is the food that God his ſervants gives; 
TT his thro* his pow*r will our ſouls preſerve, 
That from the ſacred path we never ſwerve; 
'T his is the bread that nothing can conſume, 
And this the wine that's purchas'd without ſum ; 
No price for this, O God, doſt thou require, 
But the obedient heart thou doſt deſire; 
No gold, no jewel's like the contrite ſoul, 
W hoſe putrify'd ſores thou makeſt whole; 
This is the ſacrifice that I wou'd bring, 
Accept this heart, this valuable thing ; 
*F's thy deſert, O challenge it as thine, 
For thou has made it willing to reſign ; 
Thy grace did melt it, O conſume it's droſs, 
And cleanſe it by the triumphs of thy=croſs. 
All that J have is thine, from thee it flows, 
My foul no other ſpring or fountain knows. 
Thou art the ſource of all the good we have, 
For they are what thy gracious ſpirit gave; 
Our good intentions, each religious thought, 
Each good reſolve, by thy pure ſpirit's wrought, 
By that is ev'ry good unto perfection brought. 
My praiſe ſhall be of thee, while I declare 
Among thy ſaints, how great thy mercies 2 
| at 
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That God is good (by all theſe proofs 'tis plain), 

To ſuch his ſaints whoſe hearts are pure and clean, 
Then cleanſe my heart, let me thy goodneſs TY 

I am thy patient, O phyſician, heal £ 

Thou art my father, I thy handmaid's fon, - 

My maſter thou, my teacher thou alone ; 

Let thy good ſpirit guide me, leſt I ſtray 

Or wander from the aneient good old way. 

Forbid that I ſhou'd e' er account it loſs, 

To boaſt or glory in my JIxsv's croſs; 

From him that was a ſacrifice thereon, . 

Theſe only valuable:riches come. 

O that the world was er to me, - 

And ] unto it's vain felicity ! 

Then ſhou'd I in thy love alone rejoice, 

And thee, and thy commandments make my 

choice, 

In them perceive thy goodneſs, and thy love, 

Thy wiſdom, power, I adore, approve. 

I ſee what pains thou takeſt, O my God, 

To make me fit t' enjoy thy bleſt: abode : 

Then from my mind all ignorance remove, 

Which clouds my apprehenſions of thy love; 
Make me to know there can be no true bliſs, 

But what. is found in ways of righteouſneſs; | 

No comforter but thee the righteous knows, 5 

Thou teacheſt them- to overcome their foes, - q 

Andto-that end true wiſdom doſt diſcloſe. . 2 
Then, O my foul, for ever bleſs the Lord, 

W ho does at once both ſtrength and skill afford; 
His needful aid he ever will impart, 

Till he has made thee perfect in that art. 

His ggodneſs is my fortreſs, my high tow'r, 

In him I truſt, whoſe only matchleſs pow'r - 

Can make my foes unto my ſway to yeild, 

Who in the battle's my defence and ſheild-; 
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Thou doſt prevent me with thy ſpecial grace, 
Which makes my hope of glory to increaſe; 
Seal'd by thy ſpirit to redemption's day, 
In ſire, but certain hope, time flies away. 
Thou art-my paſt, my preſent, future good, 
On thy unerring word my hopes have ſtood; 
Let all the earth then celebrate thy fame, 
Det all the people praiſe Fehovab's name; 
Oh that the ſons of men wou'd know thee here, 
T hat hy were wiſe, and wou'd thy judgrnents 
fear! 
Then won they wou'd thy mighty power 12 
And on their hearts thy charming love prevail. | 
O thou the darling of the great Fehove, 
Whom all the upright cannot chooſe but love; 
Tho! I'm unworthy to be number'd there, 
Vet I preſume among them to appear; 

And with this highly favour' d num'rous throng;. 
Make love the theme, the ſubject of my ſong, 
Becauſe thou didſt my troubled ſoul. compoſe; 
And calm'd thoſe thoughts from whence my 

[troubles role, 
By taking off my heavy load of 'fin, ; a 
Their guilt remov'd, as tho? they had not been, ( 
And by thy ſpirit freſh ſupplies of — pour'd . 


As I expect forgiveneſs; ſo will II. 
From all my former known tranſgrefions ly; 
In true obedience ſhall my heart be ſound, 

That guilt and ſhame may never me confound ; 
As thou haſt all my ſins, my ſorrows: born, 
My glory too procured by thy ſcorn ; — - 

My eaſe th' effect of thy tormenting pains,. 
Thy miſery has purchaſed my gains 
Therefore ſhall Fesus in my deeds appear, 

His laws th imperial diadem I wear; 


Of 
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Of him T'Il fing, and ever bleſs his name, 
He only ſhall my conſtant praiſes claim; 
My meditations on him ſhall be ſweet, 
When by obedience. I my fongs complete. 


All knees muſt bow, all hearts muſt J Esus fear, 

Both heaven and earth, yea, all the powers there. 

O that the world wou'd adoration pay 

To JEsus, and his wholfome laws obey 

For he is good, of many gifts poſſeſt, 

Which he diſpenſes where he ſees tis beſt. 

I-joy in his accompliſhments of grace, 

In ev'ry virtue that adorn'd his face; 

In all the mereies unto angels given, 

In all the bliſs that they poſſeſs in heav' n, 

In all their purity and innocence, 

In whatſoever there may influence 

Their love, or miniſterial care for thoſe, 

Whom thou haſt heirs of thy falvation choſe; 

Thoy in all that grace thou didſt beftow: - | 

On thine apoſtles, on their hearers too; 

In all thewond'rous miracles they wrought, 

Whereby the world was to conviction brought; 

In their vaſt knowledge, and well temper'd zeal, | 

In every grace, by which they did prevail; 1 

For in all thefe, thou Majeſty Divine, = 
Thy arm was ſeen, thy greater light did ſhine z- 

That all that they have: done, or wrought, or + 

Is written for; and our inſtruction made. (faid,. 

JL joy in all that good thy faints enjoy, 5 

That bleſſed goſpel that did them employ; 

In thoſe refplendent virtues of the mind, 

That did adorn, their in ward man .inclin'd ; 


*7 
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O great Fehwah ! I rejoice to hear P 
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That thou diſt henour them with th' name of 
[ friends, 

And with thoſe 1 that to friendſhip tends; 

For when they were diſtreſs d, to danger driy! n, 

Thy power interven'd, thy help was giv'n; 

Thy hand ſupported their infirmities, | 

And thy good ſpirit all defects ſupplies 

That purify'd, and did freſh ſtrength renew, 

And added briskneſs to their ſpirits too; 

It gave them courage in the cauſe engag d, 

And ſtill preferv'd them, tho' the people rag d; 

Still keeping them from evils drawing near, 

And was a reſcue when they tempted were; 

It made them calm, ſerene in midſt of ſtrife, 

By promiſing to them a better life ; 

- I joy in all thy love to ſinful men, 

In thy admoniſhing, intreating them 

To fave themſelves, t' return, repent, and live, 

And to that end doſt thy affiſtance. give; 

I joy. in thy forbearance of them too, 

Till they conſent thy methods to purſue. . 

In thy adjufing them by JesUs' 8 blood, | 

By ſweeteſt calls, by motives for their good... 

I joy that thou receiv it the penitent, . 

Forgetting his unkindneſs to reſent; . 

Forgiving his offences againſt thee, . 

And drowning them. in that great depth or ſea, 

Ev'n. in the blood of Jzsvs who was ſlain 

E'er the foundation of the world was lain: 

I joy in all that kindneſs thou haſt ſhown 

Unto thy church, uniting. ber in one; 

In giving her thy word as ſtatutes good, . 

And other means, conveyers of, her food; 

in making her thy favourite and bride, ., 
or ſlle Was: formed from his ſacred fide, , 
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And ever ſince he truly is her head, 

Her nurſing father, for by him ſhe's fed. 

O J=svs !.maſter, I rejoyce in thee, 

Who waſt incarnated in fleſh for me; 

The reaſon Why, I dare not to enquire, 
For what belongs to God I chooſe t' admire; 
But I have reaſon to rejoyce in thee, 

Since thou a prince to men and angels be, 

In thee the treaſures of true wiſdom are, 

In knowledge who can with thy ſelf compare? 
In this we joy ; in this thy church can boaſt, 
That thou doſt give to her thy Holy Ghoſt ; 
Confirming to her every promiſe made, 

And cheriſhing that grace to her convey'd. 

Adored be that love, oh providence, 

For all that good thou doſt to man diſpenſe. 
Freſh acts of grace, thy pity ſtill ſupplies 

Thy anger ſlowly moves, while mercy flies. 
Lord make me thankful for my ſhape, my health, 
My ſtrength, my beauty, competence of wealth; 
For what my portion is, or ſhall be here, 

O teach me to ſubmit, whate're they are. 

What a diſtinguiſh'd mercy's this, O God, 

I' allot and make my reſidence, abode, 

Within a church from errors that's exempt, - 
Whoſe faith and doctrine frees her from contempt ! 
How much am J oblig'd for this to thee, 

Who by her doſt thy grace convey to me 

Tis that that keepeth me from ev'ry ſin, 

That inclination might involve me in. 

From th' opportunities of doing ill, 

And thoſe thou giveſt me of acting well. 

How ſuddenly have ſome beon ta'en by death, 
Yet till I live, ſtill draw my vital breath 

How many are-deny'd repenting grace, 


And yet to me thou ſhew'ſt a kinder face 


I ſtill 
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E ftill have left ſome ſparks of good deſires, 
Some longings after what my God requires; 

I ſtill have left a great good will to pray, 
And ask that grace thou loveſt to convey. 

O what a token of thy love is this ! 

Keep me, O Lord, that T no more tranſgreſs. 
Adore his goodneſs, ye angelic choir, | 
And all-ye nations round my God admire ; 
And thou, my wond' ring ſoul, ' ſhalt bleſs his name, 
Whoſe vaſt extenſive love thy praiſes claim; 
He's only good, my God's for ever kind 

To them that do his mercies bear in mind. 
His pow'r commands the moſt devouring flame, 
His word the mighty roaring waters tame, 

And brings his faithful thro” the rapid ſtream. 
When TI beheld all human ſuccours fail, 


Then did my God my fad diſtempers heal; * 


His word to me, both health and ſafety gives, 

From fear'd deſtruction he my life retrieves. 

When I call back thoſe dreadful moments paſty 

In which I did my God's diſpleaſure taſte, 

Or meditate upon his mercies felt, 

Since I in Meſech's barren deſert dwelt, 

Or when reflect on his abuſed grace, 

I need not wonder that he hides his face ; - 

Yet ſtill in love, he yiſits me again, 

My wand'ring ſoul-unto his laws reclaim. 

When I was founder'd deep in mire and clay, 

When from the ſacred path my ſteps, did ftray ; 

Then did he take me from the diſmal pit, 

And on the ſolid ground he plac'd my feet. 

When deadly ſorrows compaſs'd me around, 

My aching heart but little comfort found; 

When pains of hell my troubled foul oppreſt, 

When apguiſh ſeiz'd and wreck'd my tender 
| 3 
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Then God remoy'd me from theſe dreadful n | 


Secur'd my feet, and dry'd my eyes from-tears ; 
Therefore that future time my God ſhall lend 


* 


Will J fincerely in his ſervice ſpend; 
Devoutly to his temple I'll repair, 

And own his love, his mercies boundleſs are. 
How loath haſt, thou been to behold my fall ! 
How often after me did mercy call! 
With what conviction has it follow'd me! | 
What checks, O conſcience, I've receiy'd of thee! 
To God is owing all the good I have, 

And he the glory of it ſhall receive. 

Thou only art the Lord, all praiſe is thine, 
Thou only good, thou Majeſty Divine 

Thine is dominion, honour, glory, might, 

All power's thine, who ſit'ſt enthron'd in light. 
What precious things thy mercy does unfold 
How rich thoſe truths to men by Jesus told! 
To do fo much for a rebellious friend, 

W hat underſtanding this can comprehend ? 

I muſt acknowledge thee, JIEHOVARH, God, 
Loud anthems ſend up to thy bleſt abode ; 
Declare to all the lifFning nations round, 

That God is love, and does in love abound. 

My labours I will conſecrate to thee, 

My ſelf too ſhall an holy off ring be. 

All that I am, from thee I did receive, 

And as a tribute due to thee muſt give 

For thou my ſoul from deadly fin retriev'd, 

And I forgiveneſs of it have receiv'd ; 

Then think, my ſoul, and inwardly recal, 

How wretched man was, when he choſe to fall! 
Think, think again, what bondage he was in, 
When with delight he added ſin to ſin; 


And 
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And then reflect what freedom you've obtain'd 

By Jesvs, who your liberty has gain d? * 

O prize this freedom, and no more be chain d; 

Enter no mare in ſatan's ſlavery, 

But ſerve thy great Redeemer chearfully; 

In virtue's paths the virtuous he'll meet, 

Who make his word a lantern to their feet. 

This is to me a day of great ſucceſs, 

For this my joy God's holy name III bleſs; 

Becauſe he has my greateſt wants ſupply d, 

By me ſhall his great name be magnify d. 

My Jxsu has reviv'd my drooping ſoul, 

His wine and oil, his merits make me — 8 

The ſweet ſupplies he offers, I'll embrace, 

For thoſe are aids of his aſſiſting grace; 

They will direct me how my fteps to guide, 

That from his faith and truth I never flide. | 

They'll ſhew me God, wherever I ſhall go, | 

And teach me, all does from his goodneſs flow, ö 

He is omniſc'ent, and my ſteps does know. 

Let nothing draw my heart, O God, from thee, 

But let my will to thine ſubmiſſive be; 

And ſhould I ſtumble, be thou my ſupport, 

For unto thee for help I muſt reſort, | 

Thou, only thou, art my defence and fort; 

But ſhould I fall, O raiſe me up again, 

My ſtrength is weakneſs, unleſs thou ſuſtain; 

| Enrich my eyes with a refulgent ray, 

T hat if I err, I may not loſe my way. 

O keep me ſafe by thy almighty pow'r, 

Of ev'ry-faculty keep thou the door, 

That nothing enters them that is impure ; 

But let my heart a holy temple be, 

Fit to receive thy awful majeſty ; 

And as thy word's a lantern to my feet, 

So in the ſacred path thy ſervant meet; 2 
That 
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| That if I am \ diſcourag d i in the way, 

Thy hand may lead me that 1 do not ftray.. 
Let thy good providence direct me where 
The lovers of thy laws, thy ſervants are; 
In them let my delight, my comfort be, 
O teach me how to chooſe. my company. 
In thee my life is hid, in thee appears. 

O ſpeak, my Lord, but give thy ſervant ears, 

So will not thy commandments grievous be, 

When I. for help can have recourſe to thee, 

Who with a careful hand directeſt me. . 9 
Whem I am tempted, give me ſtrength to bear- 
Whate re's the crols,. whate're:m - ih 
Give me but fortitude, O then 4 

Right reaſon. follow, ev'ry evil -” 

Zet not the preſent tranſitory pleaſure, 
Deprive me of my everlaſting treaſure; 

Nor let me look at things as they appear, 
Theſe empty trifles are not worth my care, 
But let me fix my hopes where things eternal are. 
Thy kingdom far furpaſſc what we think, 

For it conſiſteth not in meats or drink; 

But in the joy and peace of thy good ſpirit;.. 

In that ſurpaſſing love which CHRIS did -merit ;; 
Give me a taſte. of it while I. am here, ; 
Then ſhall I know in part what pleaſures: are, 
And for thy day ſhall ev*i iy day pre day » "oj 

Into thy hands my ſpirit 

Let thy ſucceſs theſe great — attend ;. 

Let thy good grace come dawn upon my ſoul, 
And there reſide till I'm: compleatly whole ;, 

Till it has brought me ſo to think upon. 

Eternity, that's daily drawing on; | 
That it may fo direct my better eye 
To follow thee,, who can 1 n 35 


* 
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That ſtep by ſtep I gradually may riſe 

To heaven, where my laſting treaſure lies; 
Eet theſe pure thoughts unlink-my wretched chain, 
O break it, that I may not ſtrive in vain, 

O hear me, anſwer me; my God, my Lord, 
O pity me, come in, thy help afford: 


Tis only thou my weakneſs canſt relieve; 
That thou wilt do it give me to believe; 


Then ſhall my tongue thy right'ous acts proclaim, 
Becauſe thou haſt deliver'd me from ſhame-; 

For only unto thee, my God, belongs 8 
The tribute- of my praiſe, theſe new made ſongs. 
Let all that ſeek thy face, to joy be rais'd; 

And e who prize thy grace; ſing, God be 
[prais'. 
Tho“ I am poor, not-worthy- of-thy care, 

Yet, Lord, reſtore me, and thy ſervant ſpare, 80 
©: to my help, to my relief repair. 6 
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